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WILLIAM COWPER. 

.> 

In presenting to the reader a brief memoir of this 
gifted individual, wo will endeavour, as much as 
possible, to refrain from indulging in any highly- 
colored panegyrics upon his genius as a poet, or 
his piety as a Christian ; yet we must he allowed 
to observe, that, in our opinion, lie deserves to bo 
ranked amongst the first class of our English 
poets, and as to his piety as a Christian, we feel 
confident that no one will have the picsumption 
to rail that in question. 

Cowper was the descendant of an ancient and 
honourable family which resided in 'Sussex 
about the middle of the seventeenth century, 
when William Cowper, was created a baronet, 
which title descended to his grandson, who left 
Sir William Cowper, who became Lord Chan- 
cellor of England, in the reign of Queen Anne, 
by whom he was raised to the peerage, being 
in the subsequent reign created Earl Cowper ; 
and Spenser, who was appointed Chief J usticc 
of the Court of Common Pleas in 1727. Spen- 
ser Cowper had three sons, — William, John, 
and Ashley; there was also a daughter called 
Judith (who was married to Col. Mudon), the 
author of “ The Progress of Poetry,” and of 
some poetical compositions, one of which was 
a poem “To Mr. Pope,” and another “To the 
Memory of Mr. Hughes,” author of “The Siege 
of Damascus,” &c. William became clerk to 
the House of Lords. Ashley, who was a bar- 
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MEMOIRS 


OP 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 


There are few persons whose name is so hailed by the 
young, and whose character has produced a greater effect 
upon society, than that of Henry Kirlce White. 

There is a genius of the highest order in his poetical pro- 
ductions, and an erudite simplicity in his prose ; and both 
are so recommended by sincerity, and consecrated by piety, 
that no one can read them without being awed by the sub- 
ject, and improved by the sentiments. 

What renders the piety and religious sentiments of this 
accomplished youth more conspicuous and remarkable, is, 
that it is well known he was once inclined to gaiety, and a 
victim of infidelity. He was fond of the stage, and took a 
part in private theatricals; associated with a circle of in- 
genious, but^ree-thinking and free-actinf young men : but, 
to the surprise of his former acquaintances, he became per- 
fectly orthodox in his principles, and devout in his prac- 
tice. This gives us ground to believe that his opinions 
•are sincere, that they were adopted after mature examina- 
tion: and his life proves that his piety was unfeigned: for 
he acted throughout life according to the new principles 
which he had adopted. • 

Henry Kirke White was born at Nottingham, March 81, 
1785. This celebrated poet,. like many other men of genius, 
was of humble origin. IIj&, father was 1* butcher at Not- 
tingham, and he was designed by him to carry the basket, 
loaded with meat, to his customers. But Henry's spirit 
was too aspiring for this ignoble employment; and this, 
united with his mother’s ambition, procured him a cfeasical 
education. Mr. Blanchard, master of the Classical Aca- 
demy, Nottingham, has been accused of not discerning hia 
talents. J3£t in a school consisting of upwards of a hun- 
dred boys, which we know he then conducted, it was ptrhapa 
impassible to discover the peculiar genius of every pnpil. 
The usual routine of tasks were of course required of 
Henry, and it is very possible that the dry grammatical ex- 
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excises which he had to perform, were not very agreeable 
to him. 

The earliest instruction has often produced a good and 
salutary impression upon the minds of children, which has 
been felt even to maturcr years. This was the benefit which 
Henry derived, at the age of four years, from Mrs. Car- 
rington, his school-mistress. Henry, in his poem on Child- 
hood, makes mention of her prudence and kindness with af- 
fectionate veneration. 

There was a teacher at Mr. Blanchard's, who, with more 
spite than penetration, pronounced an ill-natured opinion of 
Henry, as a stupid, obstinate hoy; but the lampoons which 
Henry immediately wrote upon him and the other teachers, 
were pointed with such wit and humour, that they com- 
pletely proved the falsehood of the calumny. 

The irksome confiuement of school, to a boy whose taste 
for the sublime and beautiful led him to meet the approach 
of day, may be easily conceived; and his feelings are ex- 
pressively pictured in his little poem * On being confined to 
School.’ The clear meanderings of the majestic Trent, the 
expansive and flow cry meadows which form i{s banks, the 
hanging groves of Clifton which overshadow the streflm, and 
the woods of Cotgravc, which crown its abrupt and sloping 
hills, all form scenes where his muse delighted to wander; 
and amidst them, the writer of these pages has often met 
Henry. 

Here, with the meditations of a hermit, he often wandered 
at early morn, at sunny nooa, or w T hen the evening shades 
arose. And 1 can never retrace those well-kuown scenes 
without fancying 1 hear the whisper of his friendly spirit. 

Far from the scene of gaiety ami noise, 

Far, far from turbulent and empty jo>s, 
lie hied huu to the thick o’er-ariJimg shade, 

And there on mossy carpet listless laid. 

Heifry was only six years old when he first was sent to 
Mr. Blanchard’s Academy, Nottingham. Here he was 
instructed in the rudiments of writing, arithmetic, and 
French. He remained in this classical establishment till 
he was eleveu years old ; at which age, it is said, he wrote 
a theme for every boy in his class, consisting of fourteen. 
•—The master commended every one of them, but upon 
Henry's he bestowed a very high encomium. 
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Some dispute with Mr. Blanchard, or a mother's fond* 
ness, or a principle of economy to save expense, removed 
Henry from this academy, to be a domestic pupil of Mr. 
Shipley, the writing-master of Mrs. White’s seminary for 
young ladies. As might be expected, under the particular 
and kind attention of this worthy man, Henry’s talents 
developed themselves. It has been often observed, that 
the best mode of study is to let every one pursue the 
track of knowledge which his own genius .prefers. Henry, 
now left to the uninterrupted pursuit of his favourite sub- 
jects at his own hours, soon found sufficient employment 
for all his time in reading works on almost every subject, 
and exercising his talents on topics which his fancy pre- 
ferred. Mr. Shipley could not but soon appreciate the su- 
perior abilities of a youth of such application ; and by every 
attention assisted his progress in the Latin language. Hav- 
ing arrived at the age of fourteen, Henry was put to the 
stocking-loom, for the purpose of learning the nature of the 
hosiery business, the staple trade of the town, for which his 
friends intended him. Hut his mounting spirit found a dif- 
ficulty in lowering itself to this degrading employ ment. He 
seems to have complained of the degredation in the lines 
commencing, 

* Thee do 1 own the prompter of my joys/ 

Dissatisfied with an occupation merely manual , and de- 
sirous of aa employment, as he said, * to occupy his braUtsJ 
his mother articled him to Messrs. Coldham and Enfield, 
attorneys, and town-clerks *»f Nottingham. Yet in the 
midst of the pressing engagements of an attorney’s office, 
he contrived to devote a portion of his time to the acquisition 
of considerable knowledge in the Greek, Spanish, Portu- 
guese, and Italian languages ; in astronomy and music ; and 
learned to play the piano- forte. 

At this early age he was admitted a member of a literary 
society in Nottingham, and distinguished himself one even- 
ing at their meeting, by lecturing extempore a full hour on 
genius : upon which the members unanimously elected him 
their professor. 

In p. 204. we find an instance of Henry’s extempore powers 
in the art of poetry. A friend had doubted these powers, upon 
which llenry thus addressed him : 

' Yet, ah ! tliy arrows are too keen, too sure,’ &c. 
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At the age of fifteen, he gained the prize of asilver medal, 
offered by the editors of the Monthly Preceptor, for the best 
translation of a passage in Horace : and at sixteen, they 
voted him a pair of twelve-inch globes for an imaginary 
Tour from London to Edinburgh . These literary distinctions 
introduced him to Capel Lotft, Esq. and Mr. Hill, who en- 
couraged him, in 1802, to publish his Clifton Grove, and 
other poems. 

His advancement at the bar, to which he had aspired, 
seemed prohibited by a natural deafness, which appeared im- 
moveable. lie now therefore turned his thoughts and wishes 
to the banks of the Cam, and hoped that his little work 
might, by its sale, raise him a sum of money to assist him 
to pass through the University. But these hopes were all 
blasted by the malignant criticisms of the Monthly Review. 
Mr. Southey, with a generous hand, staunched the wound 
made tty their barbed arrows, and encouraged him to ven- 
ture a second edition, and offered his assistance in the pub- 
lication. 

While llenry was groping his way to knowledge, and 
forming his plans to^each the University, he wasintroduced 
to the Rev. Mr. Dashwood, curate of St. Mary s, Notting- 
ham, who much encouraged him, and made him some pre- 
sents. 

About this time, his religious sentiments underwent a 
great revolution. He became a Christian from conviction, 
and maintained the faith which once he had opposed. 

The method which he adoptejJ.of translations and re-trans- 
lations back into the original of Cicero and Cassar, proved 
admirably useful in bringing him in a short time into the 
habit of easy and elegant Latin compositions, by which be 
acquired great credit at the University. 

Henry’s hopes of going to Cambridge became now very 
faint, and he entertained the idea of relinquishing his stu- 
dies. £”t a recommendation of him having been drawn 
up and presented to the Elland Society, formed for the 
assistance of deserving students through the University, 
he was induced to persevere. This Society examined him 
with scrupulous severity, and pronounced their high esteem 
of his abilities; but hesitated in accepting him, on account 
of some supposed natural defect in his utterance. 

He was, however, introduced to Mr. Robinson of Leices- 
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ter, and, by Mr. Dash wood, to Mr. Simeon of Cambridge ; 
and through these gentlemen, Mr. Wilberforce also took him 
under his patronage. 

Henry therefore now renewed his literary pursuits, and 
after about six mouths of interrupted application, entered, 
according to his earnest wish, the University of Cambridge. 
Here, by the elegance of his Latin compositions, he soon 
gained honour and leputation; and had the satisfaction, 
by the end of the year, to gain sufficient prizes to enable 
him to disburthen his mind of the load of gratitude which 
oppressed it, and to decline any farther pecuniary aid from 
his patrons. 

■For the purpose, however, of making himself more fit 
to compete with the candidates for University honours, 
he retired for a year to Winteringham, and put himself 
under the tuition of the Rev. Mr. Granger, the curate. 
Upon returning to Cambridge, Henry was much patronized 
by his tutors, and sat for the University prize, but was 
persuaded to decline the contest. Ilis abilities were much 
talked of iu his own circle ; his college tempted his am- 
bitious mind with promises of support, and with hopes of 
honours, and offered him a tutor during the vacation. The 
ambition of particular colleges to reflect honour on their 
own establishments, sometimes excites the members to sa- 
crifices of time and health, which lead them to a literary 
suicide. Henry could not resist the tempting offers of his 
college. He read and studied, and took strong medicines: 
but it had been more kindness to have transplanted this 
overthriving plant into a qujf t and open soil for a time, 
than thus to have forced it, in the hot-house of proffered 
honours, to grow beyond its strength till it was exhausted. 

Thus patronized and celebrated, and spurred on by the 
desire of approving himself to his frieods, and justifying 
their hopes and wishes, he felt himself tied down to his 
studies with bauds which he could not break, and resisted 
all the importunities of his friends to leave the university 
to visit them. His mother was particularly urgent with him 
to quit his college for the purpose of coming to Notting- 
ham, to receive the benefit of his native air, and maternal 
nursing; but no arguments could prevail. He had al- 
ready been to London, where he had spent a week, and 
he would not absent himself again. His mind had been 
B 2 
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^iuch excited by the various novelties of the metropolis, and 
the literary and religious disputes in which he had been in- 
volved ; so that, instead of that calm repose which the state 
of his health and spirits required, he had been thrown into 
a sea of agitation, and returned to Cambridge almost in a 
fever. A cold he caught on the road accelerated its ad- 
vance ; and it made such rapid progress over his frame, 
that in a few days he was delirious. Messrs. Campbell 
and Leeson sat up with him some nights, and contributed to 
calm bis troubled spirit, and allay the fears which de- 
pressed his mind. What seemed principally to distress 
him wa9, the inattention he had lately paid to his religi- 
ous concerns, while absorbed in classical pursuits, and 
carried forward bg literary ambition. The promises of 
the gospel, however, and the readiness of our Almighty Fa- 
ther to receive his children who seek him with their whole 
heart through his beloved Son, brought consolation to his 
mind, and gave him peace. He expressed his hopes and 
his satisfaction to his friends, and departed without a strug- 
gle ; so that those who waited his last moments, saw his 
eyes closed, and his hands clasped as in devotion, and 
could scarcely distinguish the last sigh which preceded the 
departure of his spirit to the world of light and life immor- 
tal . lie died the lgth of October, 1806. 

His early death, in the attainment of celebrity beyond his 
years, should act as a caution to other youths not to indulge 
an ambitious spirit at the expense of health and life ; but to 
use moderation, even in the laudable pursuit of language 
and science, and to believe that perseverance, with health, 
will, in the end, better secure the objects which they have 
in view. 

The fame of Henry was high in his own college : and yet 
scarcely was he heard of out of it till his death, when his 
writings rendered him so celebrated. The eulogies of the 
University of Cambridge, and the unequalled extent of his 
abilities which his biographers have panegyrised, were 
smiled at as a romantic tale by almost all the Cambridge 
men of his' time. 

The chief excellencies of II. K. White were not the high 
honours which his classical or mathematical knowledge ac- 
quired him, nor the superiority of his acquisitions in lan- 
guage and science, but his true piety, his persevering la* 
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boars, and his exalted poetical genius, displayed at so early 
a period of life. His unexpected and lamented b death also, 
at the age of twenty-one, with the bright prospect of fame 
and honours glittering before him, has given an interest to 
his character. All these circumstances, combined, have 
drawn forth an attention to his writings, and given them 
an effect on the manners and principles of the rising genera- 
tion ; and they have produced more good than his improved 
abilities might have achieved, had he been spared to the age 
of threescore years and ten. 

Henry felt the force of truth, and obeyed her dictates. 
Henry found the cordials of divine truth supporting him in 
his death, and now reaps her glorious reward in that world 
where knowledge opens to his untired eye its boundless 
stores, and satisfies his holy ambition with her unfading 
and eternal honours. May these be the high glories to 
which all students may direct their best and their most ar- 
dent expectations f 
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PREFACE. 


The following attempts in Verse arc laid before the public 
with extreme diffidence. The Author is very conscious that 
the juvenile efforts of a youth, who has not received the 
polish of academical discipline, and who has been hut spar- 
ingly blessed with opportunities for the prosecution of scho- 
lastic pursuits, must necessarily be defective in the accuracy 
and finished elegance which mark the works of the mau 
who has passed his life in the retirement of his study, fur- 
nishing his mind with images, and at the same time attain- 
ing the power of disposing those images to the best advantage. 

The unpremeditated effusions of a Boy, from his thir- 
teenjh year, employed, not in the acquisition ofliterary in- 
formation, but in the more active business of life, must not 
be expected to exhibit any cousiderable portion of the cor- 
rectness of a Virgil, or the vigorous compression of a Ho- 
race. Men are not, 1 believe, generally known to bestow 
much labour on their amusements : and these Poems were, 
most of them, written merely to beguile a leisure hour, or to 
fill up the languid intervals of studies of a severer nature. 

Mac to oineiot ; ip?ov ayava w,‘ Every one loves his own 
work,’ says the Stagyritc; but it was no overweening af- 
fection of this kind which induced this publication. Had 
the author relied ou his own judgment ouly, these Foenis 
would not, 111 all probability, ever have seen the light. 

Peibaps it may be asked of him, what are his motives 
for this publication ? lie answers — simply these : The faci- 
litation, through its means, of those studies which, from 
his earliest infancy, have been the principal objects of his 
ambition ; and the increase of the capacity to pursue those 
inclinations which may oue day place him in au honour- 
able station in the scale of society. 

The principal Poem m thislittle collection, 'Clifton Grove/ 
is, he fears, deficient in numbers and harmonious coherency 
of parts. It is, however, merely to be regarded as a de- 
scription of a nocturnal ramble in that charming retreat, 
accompanied with such reflections as the scene naturally 
suggested. It was written twelve months ago, when the 
author was in his sixteenth year. — The Miscellanies are 
some of them the productions of a very early age.— Of the 
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Odea, that 'To an early Primrose/ was written at thirteen — 
the others are of a later date.— The Sonnets are chiefly ir- 
regular ; they have, perhaps, no other claim to that specific 
denomination, than that they consist only of fourteen lines. 

1 Such are the Poems towards which I entreat the lenity of 
the public. The critic will doubtless find in them much to 
condemn ; he may likewise possibly discover something to 
commend. Let him scan my faults with an indulgent eye, 
and in the work of that correction which l invite, let him 
remember he is holding the iron macc of Criticism over the 
flimsy superstructure of a youth of seventeen, and, remem- 
bering that, may he forbear from crushing, by too much 
rigour, the painted butterfly whose transient colours may 
otherwise i be capable of affording a moment's innocent 
amusement. II. K. Wh ite. 

Nottingham. 


INSCRIPTION, 

By William Smyth , Esq. Professor of Modem History, Cam- 
bridge f on a monumental tablet , with a medallion by Cnantrey, 
erected in AU -Skints' church , Cambridge, at • he expense of 
Francis Boott , Esq. of Boston , United States. 


HENRY KIRKE WHITE, 

BORN MARCH 21bI, 1785; DIED OCTOBER 10th, 1806. 

Warm with fond hope, and learning's sacred flame. 

To Granta’a bowers the youthful Poet came : 
UnconquerM powers th’ lnuuortal mind display’d. 

But worn with anxious thought the frame decay’d: 

Pale o’er his lamp, and in his cell retired. 

The Martyr Student faded and expired. 

O Genius, Taste, and Piety sincere, 

Too early lost, ’midst duties too severe ! 

Foremost to mourn was generous Southey seen, 

He told the tale, and shew’d what White had been— 

Nor told in vain— far o’er th’ Atlantic wave 
A Wanderer came, and sought the Poet’s grave ; 
r stone he 


On yon low stone he saw his lonely name. 
Ana raised this fond memorial to nis fame. 


W. S. 


BY LORD BYRON. 

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep, 
But living statues there are seen to weep : 
Affliction’s semblance bends not o’er thy tomb. 
Affliction’s self deplores thy youthful doom. 



POE 



Thou simple Lyre! — Thy music wild 
Has served to charm the weary hour, 

And many a lonely night has ’gutted, 

When even pain has own’d and smiled, 

Its fascinating power. 

Yet, oh my Lyre I the busy crowd 
Will little heed thy simple tones: 

Them mightier minstrels harping loud 
Engross, — And thou and I must shroud 
Where dart oblivion 'thrones. 

No hand, thy diapason o’er, # 

Well skill'd, I throw with sweep sublime ; 
For me no academic lore 
Has taught the solemn strain to pour. 

Or huild the polish'd rhyme. 

Yet thou to Sylvan themes canst Boar; 

Thou know'st to charm the woodland train : 
The rustic swains believe tfcy power 
Gan hush the wild winds when they roar, - 
And still the billowy main. 

These honours, Lyre, we yet may keep, 

I, still unknown, may live with thee. 

And gentle zephyr's wing will sweep 
Thy solemn string, where low l sleep, 
Beneath the alder tree. 

This little dirge will please me more 
Than the full requiem’s swelling peal; 

I'd rather than that crowds should sigh 
For me, that from some kindred eye 
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Yet dear to me the wreath of hay. 

Perhaps from me debarr’d : 

And dear to me the classic zone, 

Which, snatch'd from learning’s labour'd throne. 
Adorns th* accepted bard. 

And O ! if yet 'twere mine to dwell 
Where Cam or Isis winds along. 

Perchance, inspired with ardour chaste, 

I yet might call the ear of taste 
To listen to my Bong. 

Oh I then, my little friend, thy style 
Pd change to happior lays. 

Oh! then, the cloister'd glooms should smile. 

And through the long, the fretted aisle 
Should swell the note of praise. 

CLIFTON GROVE: A SKETCH IN VERSE. 

Lo! in the west, fast fades tho lingering light. 

And day’s last vestige takes its silent flight. 

No more is heard the woodman’s measured stroke 
Which, with thy dawn, from yonder dingle broke ; 
No more hoarse clamouring o’er the uplifted head. 
The crows assembling, seek their wind-rock’d bed ; 
Still’d is the village hum — the woodland sonnds 
Have ceased to echo o’er the dewy grounds. 

And general silence reigns, save when below 
The murmuring Trent is scarcely heard to flow; 
And save when, swung by 'nighted rustic late. 

Oft, on its hinge, rebounds the jarring gate; 

Or when the sheep-bell, in the distant vale. 
Breathes its wild music on the downy gale. 

Now, when tho rustic wears the social smile. 
Released from day and its attendant toil, 

And draws his household round their evening fire. 
And tgjls the oft-told talcs that never tire ; 

Or where the town's blue turrets dimly rise. 

And manufacture taints the ambient skies. 

The pale mechanic leaves the labouring loom. 

The air-pent hold, the pestilential room. 

And rushes out, impatient to begin 
The stated course of oustomwgMon; 
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Now, now my solitary way I bend 
Where solemn gToves in awful state impend. 

And cliffs, that boldly rise above the plain. 

Bespeak, bless'd 'Clifton ! thy sublime domain. 

Here lonely wandering o’er the sylvan bower, 

I come to pass the meditative hour ; 

To bid awhile the strife of passion cease. 

And woo the calms of solitude and peace. 

And oh ! thou sacred Power, who rear’st on high 
Thy leafy throne, where waving poplars sigh 1 
Genius of woodland shades ! whose mild control 
Steals with resistless witchery to the soul. 

Come with thy wonted ardour, and inspire 
My glowing bosom with thy hallowed fire. 

And thou too, Fancy, from thy starry sphere, 

Where to the hymning orbs <hou lend’st thine ear. 
Do thou descend, and bless my ravish’d sight. 

Veil’d in soft visions of serene delight. 

At thy command the gale that passes by 
Bears in its whispers mystic harmony. 

Thou wav’st thy wand, and lo t what (prms appear! 
On the dark^loud what giant shapes career 1 
The ghosts of Ossian skim the misty vale, 

And hosts of Sylphids on the moonbeams sail. 

This gloomy alcove darkling to the sight. 

Where meeting trees create eternal night; 

Save, when from yonder stream, the sunny ray. 
Reflected, gives a dubious gleam of day; 

Recals, endearing to my altered mind. 

Times, when beneath the boxen hedge reclined 
I watch'd the lapwing to her clamorous brood ; 

Or lured the robin to its scatter’d food ; 

Or woke with song the woodland echo wild. 

And at each gay response delighted smiled. 

How oft, when childhood threw its golden ray . 

Of gay romance o’er every happy day. 

Here would I run, a visionary boy. 

When (he hoarse tempest shook the vaulted sky, 

And, fancy-led, beheld the Almighty’s form 
Sternly careering on the eddying storm ; 

And heard, while awe congeal’d my inmost soul. 

His voice terrific in the thunders roll. 
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With secret joy, I view’d the vivid glare 
Of volleyed lightnings cleave the sullen air; 

And, as the warring winds around reviled. 

With awful pleasure hig, — 1 heard and smiled. 
Beloved remembrance ! — Memory which endears 
This silent spot to my advancing years. 

Here dwells eternal peace, eternal rest,— 

In shades like these to live is to be blcss’d. 

While happiness evades the busy crowd, 

In rural coveTts loves the maid to shroud. 

And thou too, Inspiration, whose wild flame 
Shoots with electric swiftness through the frame, 
Thou here dost love to sit with upturn’d eye. 

And listen to the stream that murmurs by. 

The woods that wave, the gray owl’s silken flight. 

The mellow music of the listening night. 

Congenial calms, more welcome to my breast 
Than maddening joy in dazzling luptre dress’d. 

To Heaven my prayer's, my daily prayers, I raise. 
That ye may bless my unambitious days ; 

Withdrawn, remote, from all the haunts of strife, 
May trace with me the lowly vale of Jiff, 

And when his banner Death shall o’er me wave. 

May keep your peaceful vigils on my grave. 

Now as I rove, where wide the prospect grows, 

A livelier light upon my vision Hows. 

No more above tk’ embracing branches meet, 

No more tbc river gurglp at my feet. 

But seen deep down the clifPs impending side, 
Through hanging woods, now gleams its silver tide. 
Dim is my upland path, — Across the Green 
Fantastic shadows fling, yet oft between 
The chequer'd glooms, the moon her chaste ray sheds. 
Where knots of blue-bells droop their graceful heads, 
And.beds of violets blooming 'mid the trees, 

Load with waBte fragrance the nocturnal broeze. 

Say, why does Man, while to his opening sight 
Each shrub presents a source of chaste delight. 

And Nature bids for him her treasures flow, 

And gives to him alone his bliss to know. 

Why does he pant for Vice’s deadly charms? 

Why clasp the syren Pleasure to his arms. 
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And suck deep draughts of her voluptuous breath, 

1 hough fraught with ruin, infamy and death? 

Could he who thus to vile enjoyment clings. 

Know what calm joy from purer sources springs ; 
Could he but feel how sweet, how free from strife. 
The harmless pleasures of a harmless life. 

No more his soul would pant for joys impure, 

The deadly chalice would no more allure. 

But the sweet portion he was wont to sip, 

Would turn to poison on his conscious lip. 

Fair Nature! thee, in all thy varied charms, 

Fain would I clasp for ever in my arms: 

Thine are the sweets which never, never sate, 

Thine still remain through all the storms of fate. 
Though not for me *t\vas Heaven’s divine command 
To roll in acres of paternal land. 

Yet still my lot is bless’d, while I enjoy 
Thine opening beauties with a lover's eye. 

Happy is he, who, though the cup of bliss 
Has ever shunn’d him when he thought to kiss. 
Who, still in abject poverty or pain, 

Can count uflth pleasure what small joys remain : 
Though, were his sight convey’d from zone to zone. 
He would not find one spot of ground his own. 

Yet as he looks around, he cries with glee, 
ThesQ'.bounding prospects all were made for me : 
Forme yon waving fields their burden bear. 

For me yon labourer guides # the shining share. 
While happy I in idle ease recline, 

And mark the glorious visions as they shine. 

This is the charm, by sages often told. 

Converting all its touches into gold. 

Content can soothe, where’er by fortune placed* 

Can rear a garden in the deBert waste. 

How lovely, from this hill's superior height, ^ 
Spreads the wide view before my straining sight 1 
O’er many a varied mile of lengthening ground, 
IJ’en to the blue-ridged hill’s remotest bound. 

My ken is borne ; while o’eT my head serene. 

The silver moon illumes the misty scene ; 

Now shining clear, now darkening in the glade* 

In all the soft varieties of shade. . 
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Behind me, lol the peaceful hamlet lies. 

The drowsy god has seal'd the cotter’s eyes. 

No more, where late the social faggot blazed. 

The vacant peal resounds, by little raised; 

Bat lock’d in silence, o’er Arion’s* star 
The slumbering Night rolls on her velvet car : 

The church-bell tolls, deep-sounding down the glade, 
The solemn hour for walking spectreB made; 

The simple plough-boy, wakening with the sound. 
Listens aghast, and turns him startled round. 

Then stops his ears, and strives to close his eyes. 

Lest at the sound some grisly ghost should rise. 

Now ceased the long, and monitory toll. 

Returning silence stagnates in the soul ; 

Save when, disturb’d by dreams, with wild affright. 
The deep-mouth’d mastiff bays the troubled night: 

Or where the village ale-house crowns the vale. 

The creaking sign-post whistles to the gale. 

A little onward let ftic bend my way. 

Where the moss’d seat invites the traveller's stay. 
That spot, oh! yet it is the very same; 

That hawthorn" gives it shade, and gave it name : 
There yet the primrose opes its earliest bloom. 

There yet the violet sheds its first perfume. 

And in the branch that rears above the rest 
The robin unmolested builds its nest. 

'Twas here, when hope, presiding o’er my breast. 

In vivid colours every prospect dress'd: 

'Twas here, reclining, I indulged her dreams. 

And lost the hour in visionary schemes. 

Here, as I press once more the ancient seat. 

Why, bland deceiver ! not renew the cheat? 

Say, can a few short years this change achieve. 

That thy illusions can no more deceive ? 

Time's Bombrous tints have every view o’erspread, 
And (nou too, gay seducer; art thou fled? 

Though vain thy promise, and thy suit severe. 

Yet thou conldst guile Misfortune of her tear, 

And oft thy smiles across life's gloomy way 
Could throw a gleam of transitory day. 

* The constellation Delphinus. For authority for this appel- 
lation, vide Ovid's Fasti, B. xi. 113. 
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How gay, in youth, the flattering future seems ; 

How sweet is manhood in the infant’s dreams $ 

The dire mistake too soon is brought to light. 

And all is buried in redoubled night. 

Yet some can rise superior to their pain. 

And in their breasts the charmer Hope retain : 

While others, dead to feeling, can survey. 

Unmoved, their fairest prospects fade away : 

But yet a few there be, — too soon o'ercastl 
Who shrink unhappy from the adverse blast. 

And woo the first bright gleam, which breaks the 
To gild the silent slumbers of tho tomb. [gloom. 
So in these shades the early primrose blows,, 

Too soon deceived by suns and melting snows. 

So falls untimely on the desert waste ; 

Its blossoms withering in the northern blast. 

Now pass'd whatever the upland heights display, 
Down the steep cliff I wind my devious way ; 

Oft rousing, as the rustling path I beat. 

The timid hare from its accustom’d seat. 

And oh ! how sweet this walk, o'erhung with wood. 
That winds the margin of the solemn flood * 

What rural dbjecta steal upon the sight! 

What rising views prolong the calm delight ; 

The brooklet branching from the silver Trent, 

The whispering birch by every zephyr bent. 

The woody island, and the naked mead. 

The lowly hut half hid in groves of reed. 

The rural wicket, and the rural stile. 

And, frequent interspersed, t&e woodman’s pile. 
Above, below, where’er I turn my eyes, 

Rocks, waters, woods, in grand succession rise. 

High up the cliff the varied groves ascend. 

And mournful larches o’er the wave impend. 

Around, what sounds, what magic sounds, arise, 
What glimmering scenes salute my ravish’d eyes I 
Soft sleep the Waters on their pebbly bed, * 

The woods wave gently o’er my drooping head. 

And, swelling slow, comes wafted on the wind, 

Lorn Progne’s note from distant copse behind. 

Still every rising sound of calm delight 
Stamps but the fearful silence of the night. 
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Save when is heard, between each dreary rest. 
Discordant from her solitary nest, 

The owl, dull-screaming to the wandering moon ; 
Now riding, cloud-wrapt, near her highest noon: 

Or when the wild-duck, southering, hither rides. 

And plunges sullen in the sounding tides. 

How oft, in the sequester’d spot, when youth 
Gave to each tale the holy force of truth, 

Have 1 long linger’d, while the milk-maid sung 
The tragic legend, till the woodland rung ! 

That tale, so sad ! which still to memory dear, 

From its sweet source can call the sacTed tear. 

And (lull’d to rest stern Reason's harsh control) 

Steal its soft magic to the passive soul. 

These hallow’d shades,— these trees that woo the wind, 
Recal its faintest features to my mind. 

A hundred passing years, with march sublime. 
Have swept beneath the silent wing of time. 

Since, in yon hamlet’s solitary shade, 

Reclusely dwelt the far-fam’d Clifton Maid, 

The beauteous Margaret ; for her each swain 
Confess’d in private his peculiar pain ; 

In Becret sigh’h, a victim to despair. 

Nor dared to hope to win the peerless fair. 

No more the shepherd on the blooming mead 
Attuned to gaiety his artless reed, 

No more entwined the pansied wreath, to deck 
His favourite wether's unpolluted neck; 

But listless, by yon babbling stream reclined. 

He mixed his sobbings With the passing wind. 
Bemoan’d his helpless love ; or, boldly bent, 

Far from these smiling fields, a rover went. 

O’er distant lands, in search of ease, to roam, 

A self- will’d exile from his native home. 

Yet not to all the maid express’d disdain ; 

Her Bateman loved, nor loved the youth in vain. 
FulT.eft, low whispering o’er these arching boughs. 
The echoing vault responded to their vows. 

As here} deep hidden from the glare of day, 
Enamour'd oft, they took their secret way. 

Yon bosky dingle, still the rustics name; 

*Twas there the blushing maid confess’d her flame. 
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Down yon green lane they oft were seen to liie. 
When evening slumber’d on the western sky. 

That blasted yew, that mouldering walnut bare. 

Each bears mementos of the fated pair. 

One eve, when Autumn loaded every breeze 
With the fall’n honours of the mourning trees, 

The maiden waited at the accustom’d bower, 

And waited long beyond the appointed hour, 

Yet Bateman came not ; — o'er the woodland drear. 
Howling portentous, did the winds career; 

And bleak and dismal on the leafless woods 
The fitful rains rush’d down in sullen floods ; 

The night was dark; hb, now and then, the gale 
Paused for a moment, — Margaret listen’d, pale; 

But through the covert to her anxious ear 
No rustling footsteps spoke her lover near. 

Strange fears now fill’d her breist,— she knew not why. 
She sigh’d, and Bateman’s name was in each sigh. . 
She hears a noise, — ’tig he, — he comes at last; — 
Alas! 'twas but the gale which hurried past: 

But now she hears a quickening footstep sound. 
Lightly it comes, and nearer does it hound; 

'Tis Bateman^ self, — he springs into h«r arms, 

'Tis he that clasps, and chides her vain alarms. 

* Yet why this silence? — 1 have waited long. 

And the cold Btorm has yell’d the trees among. 

And now thou’rt here my fears are fled — yet speak. 
Why does the salt tear moisten on thy cheek? 

Say, what is wrong ?’ — Now, through a parting cloud. 
The pale moon peer'd from her tempestuous shroud, 
And Bateman’s face was seen : — ’twas deadly white. 
And sorrow seem’d to sicken in his sight. 

* Oh, speak, my love !’ again the maid conjured* 

* Why is thy heart in sullen woe immured?’ 

He raised his head, and thrice essay’d to tell. 

Thrice from his lips the unfinish’d accents fell; 

When thus at last reluctantly he broke 

His boding silence, and the maid bespoke : 

* Grieve not, my love, but ere the mom advance, 

I on these fields must cast my parting glance ; 

For three long years, by cruel fate’s command, 

go to languish in a foreign land. 
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Oh, Margaret ! omens dire have met my view, 

Say, when far distant, wilt thou bear me true? 
Should honours tempt thee, and should riches fee, 
Wouldst thou forget thine ardent vows to me. 

And, on the silken couch of wealth reclined. 

Banish thy faithful Dateman from thy mind?* 

* Oh l why,* replies the maid, * my faith thus prove, 
Const thou ! ah, const thou, then suspect my love ? 
Hear me, just God! if from my traitorous heart 
My Bateman*s fond remembrance e'er shall part. 

If, when he hail again his native shore, 

He finds his Margaret true to him no more. 

May fiends of hell, and every power of dread, , 
Conjoin'd, then drag me from my pet lur’d bed. 

And hurl me headlong down these awful steeps. 

To find deserved death in yonder deeps!’* 

Thus spake the maid, and from her finger drew 
A golden ring, and broke it quick in two; 

One half she m her lovely bosom hides. 

The other, trembling, to her love, confides. 

' This bind the vow/ she said, 1 this mystic charm, 

No future recantation can disarm, 

The right vindictive does the fates involre, 

No tears can move it, no regrets dissolve.' 

She ceased. The death-bird gave a dismal cry. 

The river moan'd, the wild gale whistled by, 

And once again the Lady of the night 
Behind a heavy cloud withdrew her light. 

Trembling she view’d these portents with dismay: 
But gently Bateman kiss’d her fears away : 

Yet still he felt conceal’d a secret smart. 

Still melancholy bodings fill'd his heart 
When to the distant land the youth was sped, 

A lonely life the moody maiden led. 

Still would she trace each dear, each well-known walk. 
Still by the moonlight to her love would talk, 
AndMancy, as she paced among the trees, 

She heard his whispers in the dying breeze. 

Thus two years glided on in silent grief ; 

The third her bosom own'd the kind relief : 

• This part of the Trent is commonly called ‘ The Clifton Deeps.* 
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Absence had cool’d her love— -the impoverish’d flame 
Was dwindling fast, when lo ! the tempter came ; 

He offer'd wealth, and all the joys of life. 

And the weak maid became another’s wife 1 
Six guilty months had mark’d the false one’s crime. 
When Bateman hail’d once more his native clime. 
Sure of her constancy, elate he came. 

The lovely partner of his soul to claim, 

Light was his heart, as up the well-known way 
He bent his steps — and all his thoughts were gay. 

Oh ! who can paint his agonizing throes. 

When on his ear the fatal news arose ! 

Chill'd with amazement, senseless with the blow. 

He stood a marble monument of woe ; 

Till call’d to all the horrors of despair, 

He smote his brow, and tore his horrent hair ; 

Then rush’d impetuous from the dreadful spot. 

And sought those scenes (by memory ne’er forgot). 
Those scenes, the witness of their growing flame. 
And now like witnesses of Margaret’s shame. - 
’Twaa night — he sought the river’s lonely shore. 

And trac’d again their former wandeiings o’er : 

Now on thirbank in silent grief be stood. 

And gazed intently on the stealing flood. 

Death in his' mien and madness in his eye. 

He watch’d the waters as they murmur’d by ; 

Bade the base murdtess triumph o’er his grave — 
Prepar’d to plunge into the whelming wave. 

Yet still he stood irresolutely bent. 

Religion sternly stay’d his rash inteht. 

He knelt. Cool play’d upon his cheek the wind. 
And fann’d the fever of his maddening mind : 

Tb# willows wav’d, the stream it sweetly swept, 

Tb>s paly moonbeam on its surface slept, 

And all was peace; — he felt the general calm 
O’er his rack’d bosom shed a genial balm : 

When casting far behind his streaming eye. 

He saw the Grove, — in fancy saw her lie, 

HU Margaret, lull’d in Germain’s* arms to rest. 

And all the demon rose within his breast. 

* Germain is the traditionary name of her husband. 

C 
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Convulsive now, he clench’d his trembling hand. 

Cast his dark eye once more upon the land. 

Then at one spring he spum’d the yielding bank, 
And in the calm deceitful current sank. 

Sad on the solitude of night, the sound. 

As in the stream he plung’d, was heard around : 
Then all was still — the wave was rough no more. 
The river swept as sweetly as before; 

The willows waved, the moonbeams shone serene. 
And peace returning brooded o’er the scene. 

Now, see upon the peijuredfair one hang 
Remorse's glooms and never-ceasing pang. 

Full well she knew, repentant now too late. 

She soon must bow beneath the stroke of fate. 

Rut, for the babe she bore beneath her breast, 

The offended God prolong’d her life unbless’d. 

But fast the fleeting moments roll’d away. 

And near, and nearer drew the dreaded day j 
That day, foredoom’d to give her child the light. 

And hurl its mother to the shades of night. 

The hour arrived, and from the wretched wife 
The guiltless baby struggled into life.— _ 

As night drew on, around her bed a band 
Of friends and kindred kindly took their stand ; 

In holy prayer they pass’d the creeping time. 

Intent to expiate her awful crime. 

Their prayers were fruitless. — As the midnight came, 
A heavy sleep oppress'd each weary frame. 

In vain they strove agajpst the o’er whelming load, 
Some power unseen their drowsy lids bestrode. 

They slept, till in the blushing eastern sky 
The blooming morning oped her dewy eye; 

Then wakening wide, they sought the ravish’d bed. 
But lot the hapless Margaret was fled; 

And never more the weeping train were doom'd 
To view the false one, in the deeps in tomb’d. 

The neighbouring rustics told, that in the night 
They heard such screams as froze them with affright ; 
And many an infant, at its mother's breast. 

Started dismay’d, from its unthinking rest. 

And even now, upon the heath forlorn, 

They shew the path down which the fair wee borne, 
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J5y the fell demons, to the yawning wave. 

Her own, and murder'd lover’s, mutual grave. 

Such is the tale, so sad, to memory dear, 

Which oft in youth has charm’d my listening ear. 
That tale, which bade me find redoubled sweets 
Jn the drear silence of these dark retreats; 

And even now, with melancholy power. 

Adds a new pleasure to the lonely hour. 

'Mid all the charms by magic Nature given 
To this wild spot, this sublunary heaven. 

With double joy enthusiast Fancy leans 
On the attendant legend of the scenes. 

This sheds a fairy lustre on the floods. 

And breathes a mellower gloom upon the woods ; 
This, as the distant cat'ract swells around. 

Gives a romantic cadence to tl e sound ; 

This, and the deepening glen, the alley green. 

The silver stream, with sedgy tufts between. 

The massy rock, the wood-encompass'd leas, 

Tho broom-clad islands, aud the nodding treeg. 

The lengthening vista, and the present gloom. 

The verdan^ pathway breathing wastd perfume; 
These are thy charms, the joys which these impart 
Bind thee, Mess’d Clifton ! close around my heart. 

Dear native Grave I where'er my devious track. 

To thee will Memory lead the wanderer back. 
Whether in Arno's polish’d vales I stray, 

Or whero * Oswego’s swamps' obstruct the day ; 

Or wander lone, where, wiMering aud wide. 

The tumbling torrent laves St. Gothard’s side; 

Or by old Tejo’s classic margent muse, 

Or stand entranced with Pyrenean views; 

Still, still to thee, where'er my footsteps roam. 

My heart shall point, and lead the wanderer home. 
When Splendour offers, and when Fame incites, 

ITI pause, and think of all thy dear delights, • 
Reject the boon, and, wearied with the change, 
Renounce the wish which first induced to range; 
Turn to these scenes, these well-known scenes cnoc 
Trace once again old Trent's romantic shore, (more. 
And, tir'd with worlds, and all their busy ways, 

Here waste the little remnant Of my days. 
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But if the Fates should this last wish deny. 

And doom me on some foreign shore to die; 

Oh ! should it please the world’s supernal King 
That weltering waves my funeral dirge shall sing; 

Or that my corse should, on some desert strand „ 

Lie stretch’d beneath the Simooms blasting hand ; 
Still, though unwept 1 find a stranger tomb, 

My sprite shall wander through this favourite gloorta. 
Hide on the wind that sweeps the leafless grove. 

Sigh on the wood-blast of the dark, alcove. 

Sit, a lorn spectre on yon well-known grave. 

And mix it3 moanings with the desert wave. 

GONDOLTNE.— A BALLAD. 

Til e night it was still, and the moon it shone 
Serenely on the sea. 

And the waves at the foot of the rifted rock 
They murmur’d pleasantly. 

When Gondoline roam’d along the shore, 

A maiden full fair to the sight ; 

Though love had made bleak the rose on her cheek. 
And turn’d it to deadly white. ' * v 

Her thoughts they were drear, and the silent teai 
It fill’d her faint blue eye. 

As oft she heard, in Fancy’s ear. 

Her Bertrand’s dying sigh. 

• 

Her Bertrand was the bravest youth 
Of all our good king’s men. 

And he was gone to the Holy Land 
To fight the Saracen. 

And many a month had pass’d away. 

And many a rolling year. 

But nothing the maid from Palestine 
Gould of her lover hear. 

Full oft she vainly tried to pierce 
The ocean’s misty face; 

Full oft she thought her lover's bark 
She on the wave could trace. 
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And every night she placed a light 
In the high rock’s lonely tower. 

To guide her lover to the land, 

Should the murky tempest lower. 

Rut now despair had seized her breast, 

And sunken is her eye ; 

O ! tell me but if .Bertrand live. 

And i in peace will die.' 

She wander’d o’er the lonely shore, 

The curlew scream'd above, 

She heard the acre im with a sickening heart 
Much boding of her love. 

Yet still she kept her lonely way. 

And this was all her cry, 

' Oli ! tell me but if Bertrand live. 

And 1 in peace shail die.' 

And now she came to a horrible rift.. 

All in the rock's hard side, 

A bleak Ad blasted oak o'erspread 
The cavern yawning wide. 

And pendant from its dismal top 
The deadly nightshade hung; 

The hemlock and the aconite 
Across the mouth were flung. 

And all within was dark and drear. 

And all without was calm ; 

Yet Gondoline entered, her soul upheld 
By some deep-working charm. 

And as she enter’d the cavern wide. 

The moonbeam gleamed pale. 

And she saw a snake on the craggy rock, 

It dung by its slimy tail. 

Her foot It slipped, and she stood aghast. 

She trod on a bloated toad; 

Yet, still upheld by the secret charm. 

She kept upon her road* 
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And now upon her frozen ear 
Mysterious sounds arose: 

So, on the mountain's piny top 
The blustering north wind blows. 

Then furious peals of laughter loud 
Were heard with thundering sound. 

Till they died away in soft decay. 

Low whispering o’ct the ground. 

Yet still the maiden onward went. 

The charm yet onward led. 

Though each big glaring ball 01 sight 
Seemed bursting from her head. 

But now a pale blue light she saw. 

It from a distance came. 

She followed, till upon her sight. 

Burst full a flood of flame. 

She stood appall'd ; yet still Hie charm 
Upheld her sinking soul: 

Yet each bent* knee the other smote. 

And each wild eye did roll. 

And such a sight as she saw there. 

No mortal saw before. 

And such a sight as she saw there. 

No mortal shall see more. 

A burning cauldron stood in the midst. 

The dame was fierce and high. 

And all the cave, so wide and long. 

Was plainly seen thereby. 

And round about the cauldron stout 
Twelve withered witches stood : 

Their waists were bound with living snakes. 
And their hair was stiff with blood. 

Their hands were gory too ; and red 
And fiercely flamed their eyes i 

And they were muttering indistinct 
Their hellish mysteries* 
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And suddenly they join'd their hands. 

And uttered a joyous cry, 

And round about the cauldron stout 
They danced right rncnily. 

And now they stopp’d ; and each prepared 
To tell what she had done. 

Since last the Lady of the night 
Her waning course had run. 

Behind a rock stood Gondoliae, 

Thick weeds her face did veil. 

And she lean’d fearful forwarder, 

To hear the dreadful tale. 

The first arose : She said she’d seen 
Rare sport since the blind cat mew'd. 

She’d been to sea in a leaky sieve. 

And a jovial storm had brew'd. 

She call’d around the winged winds. 

And rais’d a devilish rout ; 

And bhc laugh’d so loud, the peals were heard 
Full fifteen leagues about. 

She said there was a little bark 
Upon the roaring wave. 

And there was a woman there who’d been 
To see her husband's grave. 

And she had got a child in her arms. 

It was her only child. 

And oft its little infant pranks 
Her heavy heart beguil’d. 

And there was too in that same bark, 

A father and his son; 

The lad was sickly, ahd the sire 
Was old and woe-begone. 

And when the tempest waxed strong, 

And the bark could no more it ’bide, 

Sbe said it was jovial fun to hear 
How the poor devils cried* 
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The mother clasp’d hei oiphan child 
Unto her breast, and utpr, 

And sweetly folded m her trms 
The carelcsb baby slept 

And she told how, in the shape o’ the wind. 

As manfully it roar’d, 

She tuisted her hand in the infant's hair. 

And threw it overboard. 

And to have seen the mother’s pangs, 

T was a glorious sight to sec , 

Iho crew could scaicely hold liei Jowl 
F rom jumping in the sea. 

The hag held a lock of the hair in her hand. 

And it was soft and fair : 

It must have been a loi ely child, 

To have hid such lovely hair. 

And bhe said, the father in his arm* 

He held big sickly son. 

And his dying throes they fast arose. 

His pains were nearly done. 

And she thinttled the jouth with her sinewy hand*, 
Vnd his face grew deadly blue ; 

And hib father he tore Lib thin gray hair. 

And kiss'd the livid hue. 

« 

And then she told, how she bored a hole 
In the bark, and it till’d away : 

And 'twaa rare to hear, how some did swear, 

And some did vow and pray. 

The man and woman they soon were dead, 

The sailors their strength did urge , 

But tho billows that heart were their winding-sheet. 
And the winds sung their funeral dirge. 

She threw tho infant's hair i' the fire. 

The red flame flamed high, 

And round about the cauldron stout 
They danced right merrily. 
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The second begun : She said she had done 
The task that Queen Ileeat’ had set her, 

And that the devil, the father of evil. 

Had never accomplish’d a better. 

She said, there was an aged woman, 

And she had a daughter fair. 

Whoso evil habits fill'd her heart 
With misery and care. 

The daughter had a paramour, 

A wicked man was he, 

And oft the woman him against 
Did murmur grievously. 

And the hag had work’d the daughter up 
To murder her old mother, 

That then she might seize on all her goods. 

And wanton with her lover. 

And one Dight as the old woman 
Was sick and ill in bed. 

And pondering solely on the life 
Her wicked daughter led, 

She heard her footsteps on the floor. 

And she raised her pallid head. 

And she saw her daughter, with a knife. 
Approaching to her bed. 

And said, * My child, I 'A very ill, 

I have not long to live, 

Now kiss my cheek, that ere I die 
Thy sins 1 may forgive. 1 

And the murderess bent to kiss her cheek. 

And she lifted tho sharp bright knife. 

And the mother saw her fell intent. 

And hard she begg'd for life. 

But prayers would nothing her avail. 

And she scream’d aloud with fear. 

But the house was lone, and the piercing scream* 
Could reach no human ear. 

C 2 
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And though that she was sick and old. 
She struggled hard, and fought; 

The murderess cut three lingers through 
Ere she could reach her throat. 

And the hag she held the Ungers up. 

The skin was mangled sore. 

And they ail agreed a nobler deed 
Was never done before. 

And she threw the lingers in the fire,. 
The red dame darned high, 

And round about the cauldron stout 
They danced right merrily. 

The third arose : She said she’d been 
To Holy Palestine; 

And seen more blood in one short day. 
Than they’d all seen in nine. 

Now Gondoline, with fearful steps. 
Drew nearer to the dame. 

For much slioWlreaded now to hear 
Her hapless lover’s name. 

The hag related then the sports 
Of that eventful day, 

When on the well-contested field 
Full fifteen thousand lay. . 

She said that she in huAan gore 
Above the knees did wade. 

And that no tongue could truly tell 
The tricks she there had play’d. 

There was a gallant-featured youth. 
Who like a hero fought; 

He ltss’d a bracelet on his wrist, 

And every danger sought. 

And in a vassal’s garb disguised, 

Unto the knight she sues. 

And tells him she from Britain comes. 
And brings unwelcome news. 
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Thai three days ere she had embark’d, 

His love had given her hand 
Unto a wealthy Thane:— and thought 
Him dead in Holy Laud. 

And to have seen how he did writhe 
When this her tale she told, 

It would have made a wizard’s blood 
Within his heart run cold. 

Then deice he spurr’d his warrior’s steed. 

And sought the battle’s bed : 

And soon all inangled o’er with wounds, 

He on the cold turf bled. 

And from his smoking corse she tore 
His head, half clove in two : 

Stic ceased, and from beneath her garb 
The bloody trophy drew. 

The eyes were starting from their socks. 

The mouth it ghastly grinn’d, 

And therg was a gash across the brt>w, — 

The scalp was nearly skinn’d* 

»Twas Bertrand’s head I f With a terrible scream 
The maiden gave a spring, 

And from her fearful hiding-place 
She fell into the ring. 

The lights N they fled — thfi cauldron sunk. 

Deep thunders shook the dome. 

And hollow peals of laughter came 
Resounding through the gloom. 

Insensible the maiden lay 
Upon the hellish ground. 

And still mysterious sounds were heard 
At intervals around. 

She woke — she half arose, — and, wild, 

She cast a horrid glare, * 

The strands had ceased, the lights had fled, 

And all was stillness there. 



3T, THE REMAINS OF 

And through an awning in the rock , 

The moon it sweetly shone. 

And shcw’d a river in the cave 
Which dismally did moan. 

The stream was black, it sounded deep, 

As it rush'd the rocks between. 

It offer'd well, for madness tired 
The breast of Gondolihe. 

She plunged in, the toirent moan’d 
With its accustom’d sound. 

And hollow peals of laughter loud 
Again rebellow’d round* 

The maid was seen no more.— But oft 
Her ghost is known to glide. 

At midnight's silent, solemn hour. 

Along the ocean side. 

LINES ON A SURVEY OF THE HEAVENS, IN 
THE MORNING BEFORE DAY-B1JEAK. 

Ye many twinkling stars, who yet do hold 
Your brilliant places in the sable vault 
Of night's dominions! — Planets, and central orbs 
Of other systems : — big as the burning sun 
Which lights this netlier globe, — yet to our eye 
Small as the glow-worm's lamp !— To you I raise 
My lowly orisons, while, a¥ bewilder’d. 

My vision strays o'er your ethereal hosts ; 

Too vast, too boundless, for our narrow mind. 
Warp'd with low prejudices, to unfold 
And sagely comprehend. Thence higher soaring. 
Through ye I raise my solemn thoughts to Him, 

, The mighty Founder of this wondrous maze, 

The grant Creator! Him, who now sublime, 

Wrapt in the solitary amplitude 
Of boundless space, above the rolling spheres 
Sits on his silent throne, and meditates. 

Th' angelic hosts, in their inferior Heaven, 

Hymn to the golden harps his praise sublime, 
Repeating loud, f The Lord our God is great/ 
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la varied harmonies. — The glorious sounds 
Roll o'er the air serene — The yEoJian spheres. 
Harping along their viewless boundaries, 

Catch the fnll note, and cry, * The Lord is great,' 
Responding to the Seraphim. — O’er all. 

From orb to orb, to the remotest verge 
Of the created world, the sound is borne. 

Till the whole universe is full of Him. 

Oh ! 'tis this heavenly harmony which now 
In fancy strikes upon my listening ear, 

And thrills my inmost soul. It bids me smile 
On the vain world, and all its bustling cares. 

And gives a shadowy glimpse of future bliss. 

Oh! what is man, when at ambition’s height — 

What even are kings, when balanced in the scale 
Of these stupendous worlds! Almighty God ! 

Thou the dread author of these wondrous works ! 
Say, canst thou cast on me poor passing worm. 

One look of kind benevolence ? — Thou canst ; 

For Thou art full of universal love, 

And in thy boundless goodness wilt impart 
Thy beams^s well to me as to tho pnoud, 

The pageant insects of a glittering hour. 

Oh ! when reflecting on these truths sublime. 

How insignificant do all the joys. 

The gaudes, and honours of the world appear! 

How vain ambition I Why has my wakeful lamp 
Out watch’d the slow-pac’d night? — Why on the page. 
The schoolman'^ labour'd ppge, have I employ'd 
The hours devoted by the world to rest, 

And needful to reernit exhausted nature? 

Say, can the voice of narrow Fame repay 
The loss of health? or can the hope of glory 
Lend a new throb unto my languid heart. 

Cool, even now, my feverish aching brow. 

Relume the fires of this deep-sunken eye* 

Or paint new colours on this pallid cheek? 

Say, foolish one— can that unbodied fame. 

For which thou barterest health and happiness. 

Say, can it soothe the slumbers of the grave, 

Give a new zest to bliss, dr chase the pang* 

Of everlasting punishment condign? v 
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Alas! how vain arc mortal man’s desires I 
How fruitless his pursuits ! Eternal God I 
Guide Thou my footsteps in the way of truth. 
And oh ! assist me so to live on earth, 

That I may die in peace, and claim a place 
In thy high dwelling. — All but this is folly. 
The vairt illusions of deceitful life. 


LINES, SUPPOSED TO F»E SPOKEN BY A LOVER AT THE 
GRAVE OF HIS MISTRESS. OCCASIONED BY 
A SITUATION IN A ROMANCE. 

Maky, the moon is sleeping on ihy grave. 

And on the turf thy lover sad is kneeling, 

The big tear in his eye. — Mary, awake, 

Prom thy dark house arise, and bless his sight 
On the pale moonbeam gliding. Soft and low 
Pour on the silver ear of night thy tale. 

Thy whisper’d tale of comfort and of love. 

To soothe thy Edward's lorn, distracted soul. 

And cheer his breaking heart. — Come, as thou didst. 
When o'er the barren moors the night wind howl’d, 
And the deep thunders shook the ebon throne 
Of the startled night. — 0 1 then, as lone reclining, 

1 listen sadly to the dismal storm. 

Thou on the lambent lightnings wild careering 
Didst strike my moody eye ; — dead pale thou wert. 
Yet passing lovely.— Thou didst smile upon me. 

And oh 1 thy voice it rose qp musical 
Betwixt the hollow pauses of tho storm, 

That at the sound the winds forgot to rave. 

And the stem demon of the tempest, charm’d, 

Sunk on his rocking throne to still repose, 

Lock’d in the arms of silence. 

Spirit of her! 

My onlv love I — O ! now again arise, 

And let once thine aery accents fall 

Soft on my lisffiKng ear. The night is calm. 

The gloomy willows wave in sinking cadence 
With the stream that sweeps below. Divinely swelling 
On the still air, the distant waterfall 
Mingles its melody and, high above. 
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Tho pensive empress of the solemn night. 

Fitful, emerging from the rapid clouds. 

Shews her chaste face in the meridian sky. 

No wicked elves upon the Warlock-knoll 
Dare now asscxnbJo at their mystic revels; 

It is a night, when from their primrose beds 
The gentle ghosts of injured innocents 
Aro known to rise, and wander on the breeze, 

Or take their stand by the oppressor’s couch. 

And strike grim terror to his guilty bouI : 

The spirit of my love might now awake. 

And hold ks custom’ d converse. 

Mary, lo! 

Thy Edward kneels upon thy verdant grave. 

And calls upon thy name. — The breeze that blows 
On his wan cheek will soon sweep over him 
In solemn music, a funeral dirge, 

Wild and most sorrowful. — His cheek is pale; 

The worm that prey’d upon thy youthful bloom 
It canker’d green on his. — Now lost he stands. 

The ghost of what lie was, and the cold dew 
Which bathes his aching temples giv$s sure omen 

Of speedy ftissolution.-* Mary, soon 

Thy love will lay his pallid cheek to thine. 

And sweetly will he sleep with thee in death. 

MY STUDY. — IN HUDIBRASTIC VERSE. 

You bid, me, Ned, describe the place 
Where I, one of the rhyming Tace, 

Pursue my studies con amore , 

And wanton with tho muse in glory. 

Well, figure to your senses straight. 

Upon the house's topmost height, 

A closet, just six feet by four. 

With whitewash’d walls and plaster floor. 

So noble large, ’tie scarcely able 
T’ adroit a single chair or table : 

And (lest the muse should die with cold) 

A smoky grate my fire to hold: ' „ 

So wondrous small, ’twould much it pose 
To melt the ice-drop on one’s nose; 
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And yet so big, it covers o’er 

Full half the spacious room and more. 

A window vainly stuff'd about. 

To keep November's breezes out. 

So crazy, that the panes proclaim, 

That soon they mean to leave the frame. 

My furniture I sure may crank — 

A broken chair without a back ; 

A table wanting just two legsj 
One end sustain'd by wooden pegs; 

A desk — of that I am not fervent. 

The work of. Sir, your humble servnnt ; 

(Who, though I say't, am no such fumbler;) 

A glass decanter and a tumbler, 

From which my night-parch’d throat 1 lave, 
Luxurious with the limpid wave. 

A chest of drawers, in antique sections. 

And saw’d by me in all directions; 

So small, Sir, that whoever views 'em 
Swears nothing but a doll could use ’em. 

To these, if you will add a store 
Of oddities upoQ the door, 

A pair of globes, electric balls, 

Scales, quadrants, prisms, and cobbler's awls. 
And crowds of books on rotten shelves. 
Octavos, folios, quartos, twelves; 

I think, dear Ned, you curious dog. 

You’ll have my earthly catalogue. 

But stay, — I nearly had l|ft out 
My bellows, destitute of snout; 

And on the walls, — Good Heavens! why there 
I've such a load of precious ware, 

Of heads r and coins, and silver medals. 

And organ works, and broken pedals ; 

(For I was once a-building music, 

Though soon of that employ I grew sick;) 

And skeletons of laws which shoot 
All out of one primordi&rroot; 

That you, at sucli a sight, would swear 
Confusion’s self had settled there. 

There stands, just by a broken sphere* 

A Cicero without an ear. 
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A. neck, on which, by logic good, 

I know for sure a head once stood ; 

Hut who it was the able master 
Had moulded in the mimic plaster, 

Whether *twas Pope, or Coke, or Burn, 

I never yet could justly learn : 

But knowing well, that any head 
Is made to answer for the dead, 

(And sculptors first their faces frame, 

And after pitch upon a name, 

Nor think it aught of a misnomer 
To christen Chaucer’s busto Homer, 

Because they both have beards, which, you know. 
Will mark them well from Joan and Juno,) 

For some great man, 1 could no' tell 
But Nkck might answer just as well. 

So perch’d it up, all in a tow 
With Chatham and with Cicero. 

Then all around, in just degree, 

A range of portraits you may see 
Of mighty men, and eke of women. 

Who are no^vliit iuferior to men. 

With these fair dames, and heroes round, 

I call my garret classic ground. 

For though confined, 'twill well contain 
The ideal flights of Madam Brain. 

No dungeon’s walls, no cell confined. 

Can cramp the energies of mind! 

Thus, though my heart raaysseem so small, 

Pye friends, and 'twill contain them all; 

Alid should it e'er become so cold 
That these it will no longer hold. 

No more may Heaven her blessings give, 

I shall not then be fit to live. 


TO AN EARLY PRIMROSE. 

Mild offspring of a dark tfnd sullen sire! 
Whose modest form, so delicately fine, 
Was nursed in whirling storms, 

And cradled in the winds. 
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Thee, when young Spring first question'd Winter'* , 
And dared the sturdy blusterer to the fight, [sway, 
Thee on this hank he threw 
To mark his victory. 

In this low vale, the promise of the year, 

Serene, tliou openest to the nipping gale. 

Unnoticed and alone, 

Thy tender elegance. 

So Virtue blooms, brought forth amid the .storms 
Of chill adversity ; in some lone v ulk 
Of life she rears her head, 

Obscure and unobserved ; 

While every bleaching breeze that on her blows, 
Chastens her spotless purity of breast, 

And hardens her to bear 
Serene the ills of life. 


SONNETS. 

I. 

To the river Trent. Written on recovery from sickness. 

Once more, O Trent I along thy pebbly marge 
A pensive invalid, reduced and pale. 

From the close sick-room newly let at large, 

Wooes to his wan-worn cheek the pleasant gale. 

O ! to his ear how musical the tale 
Which fills with joy the throstle’s little throat ! 
And all the sounds which on the fresh breeze sail, 
Xow wildly novel on his senses float! 

It was on this that many a sleepless night, 

As, lone, he watch’d the taper's sickly gleam, 
And at his casement heard with wild affright. 

The owl’s dull wing and melancholy scream. 

On this ho thought, this, this his sole desire, 
UtlUonce again to hear the warbling woodland choir. 
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II. 

Give me a cottage on some Cambrian wild. 

Where, far from cities, I may spend my days, 

And, by the bounties of the scene beguiled, 

May pity man’s pursuits, find shun his ways. 

While on the rock 1 mark the browsing goat. 

List to the mountain-torrent’s distant noise. 

Or the hoarse bittern’s solitary note, 

I shall not want the world’s delusive joys ; 

But with my little scrip, my book, my lyre, 

Shall think my lot complete, nor covet more; 

And when, with time, shall wane the vital fire. 

I'll raise my pillow on the desert shore. 

And lay me down to rest where tho wild wave 
Shall make sweet music o’er my lonely grave. 

III.* 

Supposed to have been addressed by a female lunatic to a lady. 
Lady, thou weepest for the Maniac's woe, 

And thou art fair, and thou, like me k art young ; 
Oh ! may th^ bosom never, never know 
The pangs with which my wretched heart is wrung, 
I had a mother once— a brother too — 

(Beneath yon yew my father rests his head:) 

I had a lover once, — and kind, and true. 

But mother, brother, lover, all arc tied! 

Yet, whence the tear that dims thy lovely eye? 

Oh ! gentle lady— not for !he thus weep. 

The green sod soon upon my breast will lie. 

And soft and sound will be my peaceful sleep. 

Go thou and pluck the roses while they bloom — 

My hopes lie buried in the silent tomb. 


IV. 

Supposed to be written by the unhappy poet Derraody, in a 
storm, while ©■ board a ship to hu Majesty’s service. 

Lot o’er the welkin the tempestuous clouds 
Successive fly, and the loud-piping wind 

* This Qualorsaln had Us rise from an elegant sonnet , 1 Oo- 
rasioned by seeing- a young female lunatic,’ written by Mrs 
Lofft, and published to the Monthly Mirror. 
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Rocks' the poor sea-boy on the dripping shrouds. 
While the pale pilot, o’er the helm reclin’d, 

Lists to the changeful storm ; and as he plies 
His wakeful task, he oft bethinks him sad. 

Of wife and little home, and chubby lad. 

And the half-strangled tear bedews his eyes ; 

I, on the deck, musing on themes forlorn. 

View the drear tempest, and the yawning deep, 
Nought dreading in the green sea’s caves to sleep. 
For not for me shall wife or children mourn. 

And the wild winds will ring my funeral knell 
Sweetly, as solemn peal of pious passing-hell. 

V, 


THE WINTER TRAVELLER. 

God help thee. Traveller, on thy journey far. 

The wmd is bitter keen, — the suow o'erlays 
The hidden pits, and dangerous hollow ways. 
And darkness will involve thee.— No kind star 
To-night will guide thee, Traveller, — and the war 
Of winds ard elements on thy head will break, 
And in tliy agonizing ear the shriek 
Of spirits howling on their stormy car. 

Will often ring appalling — I portend 
A dismal night— and on my wakeful bed 
Thoughts, Traveller, of thee will fill my head. 
And him who rides where winds and waves contend. 
And strives, rnde cradle J on the seas, to guide 
His lonely bark through the tempestuous tide. 


VI. 


BY CAPEL LOFVT, ESQ. 


This sonnet was addressed to the author of this volume, afed.was 
occasioned by several little Quatorzains, mlsnoincred Sonnets, 
which he published la the Mm} hly Mirror* He begs leave fen 
return his thanks th the mHraespected writer, for the per- 
mission ao'polltelvgHntwMptecrt it here, and for the good 
opinion he Wt jp yieaiiBMPapreM of his productions. 

Ye, whose aspirings court the muse of lays, 

* Severest of those orders which belong. 

Distinct and separate, to Delphic song/ 

Why shun the Sonnet’s undulating maze? 
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And -why its name, boast of Petrarchiandays, 
Assume, its rules disown’d ? Whom from the throng 
The muse selects, tlieir ear the charm obeys 
Of its full harmony : they fear to wrong 
The Sonnet , by adorning with a name 
Of that distinguish'd import, lays, though sweet. 
Yet not in magic texture taught to meet 
Of that so varied and peculiar frame. 

O think ! to vindicate its genuine praise [sways. 
Those it beseems, whose Lyre a favouring impulse 

VII. 

Rec.intatory, In reply to the foregoing elegant admonition. 
Lkt the suhlimer muse, who, wrapt in night. 

Rides on the raven pennons of the storm. 

Or o’er the field, with purple havoc warm. 

Lashes her steeds, and sings along the fight. 

Let her, whom more ferocious strains delight. 

Disdain the plaintive Sonnet’s little form. 

And scorn to its wild cadence to conform 
The impetuous tenor of her hardy flight. 

But me, far lowest of the sylvan train, . 

Who wake^he wood-nymphs from the forest shade 
With wildest song ; — Me, much behoves thy aid 
Of mingled melody, to grace my strain. 

And give it power to please, as soft it flows 
Through the smooth murmurs of thy frequent close. 

VIII. 

ON HEARING THE SOPNDS*OF AN ASOLIAN HARK 
So ruvishingly soft upon the tide 
Of the infuriate gust, it did career, 

It might have sooth’d its rugged charioteer. 

And sunk him to a zephyr; — theu it died. 

Melting in melody; — and I descried. 

Borne to some wizard stream, the form dppfat. 

Of druid sage, who on the far-off ear 
Pour’d, his lone song, to which the surge replied : 

Or thought I heard the hapless pilgrim’s knell. 

Lost in some wild enchanted forest’s bounds. 

By unseen beings sung; or are these sounds 
Snob as, ’tfs said, at night are known to swell 
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By startled shepherd, on the lonely heath 
Keeping his night-watch, sad portending death? 

IX. 

W hat art thou, M i c ht y One? and where thy seat ? 

Thou broodcst on tho calm that cheers the lands. 

And thou dost bear within thine awful hands 
The rolling thunders and the lightnings fleet; 

Stern on thy dark-wrought car of cloud and wind. 

Thou guid’st the northern storm at night's dead noon. 

Or on the red wing of the tierce monsoon 
Dieturb’st the sleeping giant of the Ind. 

In the drear silence of the polar span 

Dost thou repose? or in the solitude 
Of sultry tracts, where the lone caravan 

Hears nightly howl the tiger’s hungry brood ? 

Vain thought ! the coniines of his throne to trace. 
Who glows through all the fields of boundless space. 

A BALLAD. 

Be hush'd, be hush’d, ye bitter winds. 

Ye peltitfg rains a little rest; 

Lie still, lie still, ye busy thoughts. 

That wring with grief my aching breast. 

Oh! cruel was my faithless love. 

To triumph o’er an artless maid ; 

Oh I Cruel was my faithless love, 

To leave the breast by him betrayed. 

When exiled from my native home. 

He Bhould have wiped the bitter tear ; 

Nor left me faint and lone to roam, 

A hcart-sick weary wanderer here. 

My child moans sadly in my arras. 

The winds they will not let it sleep ; 

Aft ! little knows the hapless babe 
What makes its wretched mother weep. 

Now lie thee still, my infant dear, 

1 cannot bear thy sobs to see, 

Harsh is thy father, little one, 

And never will he shelter thee. 
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Oh that I were but in my grave. 

And winds were piping o'er me load. 

And thou, iny poor, my orphan babe. 

Were nestling in thy mother's shroud! 

1HB LULLABY OP A FEMALE CONVICT TO HER 
CHILD, THE NIGHT PREVIOUS TO EXECUTION. 

Sleep, baby mine,* cnkcrchieft on my bosom, 

Tliy cries they pierce again my bleeding breast; 

Sleep, baby mine, not long thou'lt have a mother 
To lull thee fondly in her arms to rest. 

Baby, why dost thou keep this sad complaining? 
Long from mine eyes have kindly slumbers fled ; 

Hush, hush, my babe, the night is quickly waning, 
And I would fain compose my aching head. 

Poor wayward wretch! and who will heed thy weeping. 
When soon an outcast on tl e world thou’lt be : 

Who then will soothe thee, when thy mother 's sleeping 
In her low grave of shame and infamy ! 

Sleep, baby mine— To-morrow I must leave thee. 

And I would snatch an interval of rest : 

Sleep these last moments, ere the laws bereave thee. 
For never more thou’lt press a mother's breast. 


POEMS, 

WRITTEN during, or shortly after, the 

PUBLICATION OP CLIFTON GROVE. 


TO H. FUSELI, ESQ. R. A. 

On seeing engravings from his designs. 
Mighty magician! who on Tomeo’s brow. 

When sullen tempests wrap the throne of nigh£. 
Art wont to sit and catch the gleam of light, , 
That shoots athwart the gloom opaque below ; 

And listen to the distant death-shriek long 
From lonely mariner foundering in the deep. 
Which rises slowly up the rocky steep. 

While the weird Bisters weave the horrid song: 

* Sir P. Sidney has s poem beginning * Sleep, baby mine.’ 
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Or ‘when along the liquid shy 
Serenely chant the orbs on high. 

Dost love to sit in musing trance, 

And mark the northern meteors dance 

(While far below the fitful oar 

Flings its faint pauses on the steepy shore), 

And list the music of the breeze, 

That sweeps by fits the bending seas ; 

And often bears with sudden swell 
The shipwreck'd sailor's, funeral knoll. 

By the spirits sung, who keep 

Their night-watch on the treach’rous deep. 

And guide the wakeful helms-mau’s eye 
To Hclicc in northern sky : 

And there upon the rock inclined 
With mighty visions fill’st the mind. 

Such as bound in magic spell 
Him* who grasp’d the gates of Hell, 

And bursting Pluto’s dark domain, 

Held to the day the terrors of his reign. 

Genius of Horror and romantic awe. 

Whose eye' 1 ' explores the secrets of tlir deep. 

Whose power can bid tho rebel fluids creep, 

Can force the inmost soul to own its law ; 

Who shall now, sublimest spirit. 

Who shall now thy wand inherit. 

From himt thy darling child who best 
Thy shuddering images express’d 1 
Sullen of soul, and stfern and proud, 

His gloomy spirit spurn’d the crowd. 

And now he lays his aching head 
In the dark mansion of the silent dead. 

Mighty magician ! long thy wand has lain 
Buried beneath the unfathomable deep; 
j*tbd oh! for aver' must its efforts sleep, 

May none the rustic sceptre e'er regain? 

Oh yes, 'tis lus !-— -Thy other son ; 

He throws the dark-wrought tunic on, 

Fuesslin waves thy wand, — again they rise, 

Again thy wildering forms salute our ravish’d eyes. 

* Dante. t Ibid. 
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Him didst thou cradle on the dizzy steep. 

Where rouud hi? head the volley’d lightnings Hung, 
And the loud wiuds that round his pillow rung, 
VV’ooed the stern infant to the arms of sleep; 

Or on the highest top of Tcncriil'e 
Seated the foolish hoy, and bade him look 
Where, far below, the weather-beaten skiff 
On the gulf bottom of the ocean strook, - 
Thou mark’dst him drink with ruthless ear 
The death-sob, and, disdaining rest, 

Thou aaw’st how danger fir’d his breast. 

And in his young hand couch'd the visionary spear. 
Then, Superstition, at thy call. 

She bore the boy to Odin’s Hall, 

And set before his awe-struck sight 
Tho savage feast and spectred fight; 

And summon’d from his mountain tomb 
The ghastly warrior son of gloom. 

His tabled Runic rhymes to sing. 

While fierce Hresvelger Hupp’d his wing; 

Thou shew’dst tho trains the shepherd sees. 

Laid on the stormy Hebrides, • 

Which on tiffe mists of evening gleam, 

Or crowd the foaming desert stream; 

Lastly, her storied hand she waves. 

And lays him in Florentian caves; 

There milder fables, lovelier themes. 

Enwrap his soul in heavenly dreams, 

There Pity’s lute arrests his ear. 

And draws the half-reluctant tear ; 

And now at noon of night he roves 
Along th’ embowering moonlight groves. 

And as from many a cavem’d dell 
The hollow wind Is heard to swell, 

He thinks some troubled spirit sighs ; 

And as upon the turf he lies, 

Where sleeps the silent beam of night. 

He sees below the gliding sprite, 

And hears in Fancy's organs sound 
Aerial music warbling round. 

Taste lastly comes and smoothes the whole, 

And breathes her polish o’er bis soul ; 
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Glowing with wild, yet chasten'd heat. 

The wondrous work is now complete. 

The Poet dreams : — The shadow flies, 

And fainting fast its image dies. 

But lo ! the Painter's magic force 
Arrests the phantom’s fleeting course ; 

It lives— it lives — the canvass glows, 

And tenfold vigour o’er it flows. 

The Bard beholds the work achieved. 

And as he sees the shadow iise 
Sublime before bis wondering eyes. 

Starts at the image his own mind conceived. 

ODE, 

ADDRESSED TO THE EAUL OF CARLISLE, K. G. 
Retired, remote from human noise. 

An humble poet dwelt serene ; 

His lot was lowly, yet his joys 
Were manifold, I ween. 

He laid him by the brawling brook 
At eventide to ruminate, H 

He watch'd the swallow skimming round. 

And mused, in reverie profound. 

On wayward man’s unhappy state, [date 

And ponder’d much, and paused on deeds of ancient 

II. 1. * Oh, ’twas not always thus,’ he cried, 

* There was a time when Genius claimed 
Respect from towering Pride, 

Nor hung her head ashamed ; 

But now to Wealth alone we bow, 

The titled and the rich alone 
Arc honour’d, while ineck Merit pines. 

On Penury’s wretched couch reclines. 
Unheeded in his dying moan, [unknown. 
As Overwhelmed with want and woe, he sinks 

III. 1 . 'Yet was the muse not always seen 

In Poverty's dejected mien, 

Not always did repining rue. 

And misery her steps pursue, [graced, 
Time was, when nobles thought their titles 
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By the sweet honours of poetic hays, 

When Sidney sung his melting song, 
When Sheffield joined th’ harmonious 
throng, 

And Lyttleton attuned to love his lays. 
Those days arc gone — a las, for ever gone! 

No wore our nohles love to grace 
Their brows with an adorns, by genius won, 
But arrogantly deem the muse as base ; 
How different thought the sires of this de- 
generate racel’ 

I. 2. Thus sang the minstrel: — still at eve 

The upland’s woody shades among 
In broken measures did he grieve. 

With solitary song. 

And still his shame was aye the same, 
Neglect had stung him to the core; 

And he with pensive joy did love 
To seek the still congenial grove. 

And muse on all his sorrows o’er. 

And vow that he would join the ^bjured world 
• no more. 

II. B. But human vows, liow frail they be! 

Fame brought Carlisle unto his view. 
And all amazed, he thought to see 
The Augustan age anew. 

Fill’d with wild rapture, up he rose. 

No more he ponders an the woes. 

Which erst he felt that forward goes. 

Regrets he’d sunk in impotence. 

And hails the ideal day of virtuous eminence. 

III. t. Ah 1 Billy man, yet smarting sore 

With ills which in the world he bore. 

Again on futile hope to rest. 

An unsubstantial prop at best, [merl 

And not to know one swallow makes no eum- 
Ah ! soon he’ll find the brilliant gleam. 
Which flashed across the hemisphere, 
Illumining the darkness there, 

Was but a single solitary beam. 



5* THE REMAINS OF 

While all around remain’d in custom'd night. 

Still leaden Ignorance reigns serene, 

In the false court’s delusive height. 

And only one Carlisle is seen. 

To illume the heavy gloom -with pure and steady ligln 

DESCRIPTION OF A SUMMER'S EVIh 

Down the sultry arc of day 

The burning wheels have urged their way. 

And eve along the western skies 
Spreads her intermingling dyes. 

Down the deep, the miry lane. 

Creaking comes the emptj wain. 

And driver on the shaft-horse sits. 

Whistling now and then by fits; 

And oft with his accustom’d call. 

Urging on the sluggish Ball. 

The barn is still, the master's gone. 

And thresher puts his jacket on; 

While Dick, upon the bidder tall. 

Nails thodcad kite to the wall. 

Here comes shepherd Jack at last. 

He lias penn’d the slieep-cote fast. 

For 'twas but two nights before 
A lamb was eaten on the moor : 

His empty wallet Rover carries. 

Now for Jack, when near home, tarries; 

With lolling tongue, he runs to try 
If the horse -trough be not dry. 

The milk is settled in the pans. 

And supper messes in the cans; 

In the hovel carts are wheel’d. 

And both the colts are drovo a-fisld ; 

The horses arc all bedded up, 

^Lud the ewe is with the tup ; 

The snare for Mister Fox is set. 

The leaven laid, the thatching wet. 

And Begshas s link'd away to talk 
WithJfogfer in the holly-walk, 

. the settle, all but Bess 

ArinSet to eat their supper mess; 
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And little Toni mid roguish Kate 
Are swinging on the meadow gate. 

Now they chat of various things. 

Of taxes, ministers, and kings, 

Or elac tell all the village news. 

How madam did the squire refuse ; 

How parson on his tithes was henf, 

And landlord oft distrain'd for rent. 

Thus no they talk, till in the sky 
The pale-eyed moon is mounted high. 
And from the alehouse drunken Ned 
llad reel’d— then hasten all to bed. 

The mistress secs that lazy Kate 
Tlifc happing coal on kitclu a grate 
Has laid— while master goes throughout. 
Secs shutters fast, the mastilf out. 

The candles safe, the hearths all clear, 
Ami nought from thieves or fire to fear; 
Then both to bed together creep. 

And join the general troop of sleep. 

m CON'l EM PLATION. • 
Come, pensive sage, who lov’st to dwell 
In some retired Lapponiau cell. 

Where, far from noise and riot rude. 
Resides sequester’d Solitude. 

Come, and o’er my longing soul 
Throw thy dark and russet stole. 

And open to my duteous eyes. 

The volume of thy mysteries, 

I will meet thee on the hill. 

Where, with printless footsteps still 
The morning in her buskin gray. 
Springs upon her eastern way ; 

While the frolic zephyrs stir. 

Playing with the gossamer. 

And, on ruder pinion* borne. 

Shake the dew-drops from the thorn. 
There, as o’er the fields we pass. 
Brushing with hasty feet the gTass, 

We will startle from her nest 
The lively lark with speckled breast. 
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And hear the floating clouds among 
Her gale-transported matin song ; 

Or on the upland stile embower’d , 

AVith fragrant hawthorn snowy flower’d. 
Will sauntering sit, and listen still 
To the herdsman’s oaten quill. 

Wafted from the plain below ; 

Or the heifer’s frequent low; 

Or the milkmaid in the grove. 

Singing of one that ‘died for lore. 

Or when the noontide heats oppress. 

We will seek the dark recess. 

Where, in tli* embower’d translucent stream. 
The cattle slum the sultrj beam, 

And o’er us on the margo reclined. 

The drowsy fly her horn shall wind. 

While Echo, from her ancient oak. 

Shall answer to the woodman’s stroke ; 

Or the little peasant’s song, 

Wandering lone the glens among. 

His artless lip with berries dyed. 

And feedthrough ragged shoes descried- 
But oh! when evening's virgin queen 
Sits on her fringed throne serene. 

And mingling whispers rising near 
Still on the still reposing car: 

While distant brooks decaying round. 
Augment the mix’d dissolving sound. 

And the zephyr flitting by. 

Whispers mystic harmony, 

Wc will seek the woody lane. 

By the hamlet, on the plain. 

Where the weary rustic nigh. 

Shall whistle his wild melody. 

And the croaking wicket oft 
(Shall echo from the neighbouring croft; 

And as w T e trace the green path lone. 

With moss and rank weeds overgrown. 

We will muse on pensive loro 
Till the full soul brimming o’er, 

Shall in our upturn’d eyes appear 
Embodied in a quivering tear. 
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Or else, serenely silent, set 
liy the brawling rivulet. 

Which on its calm unruffled breast 
Hears the old mossy arch impress’d. 

That clasps its secret stream of glass 
Half hid in shrubs and waving grass. 

The wood-nymph’s lone secure retreat, 
UnpressM by fawn or sylvan's feet : 

WeTl watch in eve’s ethereal braid, 

The rich vermilion slowly fade ; 

Or catch, faint twinkling from afar. 

The first glimpse of the eastern star. 

Fair Vesper, mildest lamp of light. 

That heralds in imperial n.gkt ; 
Meanwhile, upon our wandering ear 
Shall rise, though low, yet sweetly clear. 
The distant sounds of pastoral lute. 
Invoking soft the sober suit 
Of dimmest darkness — fitting well 
With love, or sorrow’s pensive spell 
(So erst did music's silver tone 
Wake ^umbering Chaos on his tllTone). 
And haply then, with sudden swell. 
Shall roar the distant curfew bell. 

While in the castle’s mouldering tower 
The hooting owl is heard to pour 
Her melancholy song, and scare 
Pull Silence brooding in the air. 
Meanwhile her dusk a«d slumbering car 
Black-suited Night drives on from far. 
And Cynthia, ’merging from her rear. 
Arrests the waxing darkness drear. 

And summons to her silent call. 
Sweeping, in their airy pall, 

The unshrieved ghosts, in fairy trance. 
To join her moonshine monice-dance; 
While around the mystic ring 
The shadowy shapes elastic spring. 

Then with a passing shriek they fly. 
Wrapt in mists, along the sky, 

And oft are by the shepherd seen. 

In his lone night-watch on the green. 
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Then, hermit, let us turn our feet 
To the low abbey's still retreat. 

Embower'd in the distant glen, 

Fat from the haunts of busy men. 

Where, as we sit upon the tomb. 

The glow-worm’s light may gild the gloom. 
And shew to Pantry’s saddest eye 
Where some lost hero's ashes lie. 

And oh, as through the mouldering arch. 
With ivy fill’d and weeping larch. 

The night-gale whispers sadly clear. 
Speaking drear things to Fancy’s ear. 

We’ll hold communion with the shade 
Of some deep- wailing, ruin’d maid — 

Or call the ghost of Spenser down. 

To tell of woe and Fortune’s frown. 

And hid us cast the eye of hope 
Beyond this bad world's narrow scope. 

Or if these joys, to us denied. 

To linger by the forest’s side ; 

Or in the meadow, or the wood. 

Or by tbe*lone, romantic flood; 

Let us in the busy town. 

When sleep's dull streams the people drown. 
Far from drowsy pillows flee. 

And turn the church's massy key ; 

Then, as through the painted glass 
The moon’s faint beams obscurely pass. 

And darkly on the trppliied wall 
Her faint, ambiguous shadows fall ; 

Let us, while tho faint winds wail 
Through the long reluctant aisle. 

As we pace with reverence meet. 

Count the echoings of our feet; 

Wjrfe from the tombs, with confess'd breath, 
inct responds the voice of death. 

If thou, mild sage, wilt condescend, 

Thus on my footsteps to attend. 

To theo my lonely lamp shall bum 
By faJUgt Genius’ sainted urn, 

As o*e/rhe scroll of time I pore, 

&W& £^gely spell cf ancient lore, 
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Till I can rightly guess of all 
That Plato could to memory call, 

And scan the formless views of things ; 

Or with old Egypt’s fetter’d kings. 

Arrange the mystic trains that shine 
In night’s high philosophic mine ; 

And to thy name shall e’er belong 
The honours of undying song. 

TO THE GENIUS OF ROMANCE. 

On 1 thou who in my early youth. 

When fancy wore the garb of truth. 

Were wont to win my infant feet 
To some retired, dccp-fabled scat. 

Where, by the brooklet’s secret tide. 

The midnight ghost was known to glide; 

Or lay me in some lonely glade. 

In native Sherwood's forest shade. 

Where Robin Hood, the outlaw bold. 

Was wont his sylvan courts to hold; 

And there, as musing deep I lay, , 

Would Steal my little soul away. 

And all thy pictures represent 
Of siege and solqxqh tournament ; 

Or bear me to the magic scene. 

Where, clad in greaves and gaberdine> 

The warrior knight of chivalry 
Made many a fierce enchanter flee ; 

And bore the high-born* dame away, 

Long held the fell magician's prey ; 

Or oft would tell the shuddering tale 
Of murders, and of goblins pale. 

Haunting the guilty baron's side 
(Whose floors with secret blood were dyed). 
Which o'er the vaulted corridore, 

On stormy nights was heard to roar. 

By old domestic, waken'd wide 
By the angry winds that chide ; 

Or else the mystic tale would tell. 

Of Greensleeve, or of Blue-Beard fell. 
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* THE SAVOYARD'S RETURN. 

Oh! yonder is the well-known spot. 

My dear, my long-lost native home ! 

Oh ! welcome is yon little cot, 

Where I shall rest, no more to roam 1 
Oh ’ 1 have travelled far and wide, 

O’er many a distant foreign land ; 

Each place, each province 1 have tried. 

And sung and danced my saraband. 

But all their charms could not pievaD 
To steal my heart from yonder \alc. 

Of distant climes the false report 
Allured me from my native land; 

It hade me rove — my sole support 
My cymbals and my saraband. 

The woody dell, the hanging rock. 

The chamois skipping o’er the heights ; 

The plain adorn’d with many a flock. 

And, uh! a thousand more delights 
That gsace yon dear beloved retreat. 

Have backward won my weary feet. 

Now safe return’d, with wandering tired* 

No more my little home 1*11 leave ! 

And many a talc of what I’ve seen 
Shall while away the winter's eve. 

Oh ! I have wander’d far and wide. 

O’er many a distant foreign land; 

Each place, each province I have tried! 

And sung and danced my saraband; 

But all their charms could not prevail. 

To steal my heart from yonder vale. 

Written impromptu, on reading the following passage in Mi 
Capfi Loilt’s beautiful ami interesting Preface to Nathaniel 
Bloomfield’'. Poen.'i, just published : — 1 It has a mixture of the 
sportive, w lurh deepens the impression ot us uielniu holy clow . 
J could liave wished, as I hate said in short note, the con- 
clusion had heun othcrviw The sour* of life less oil end my 
taste than^its. sweets delight It.’ 

Go to the raging sea, and say, * Be still!’ 

m the wild lawless winds obey thy will ; 
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- reach to the storm, and reason with Despair, 
r 5ut tell do! Misery’s son that life is fair. 

Thou, who in Plenty’s lavish lap hast roll’d. 

And every year with new delight hast told. 

Thou, who recumbent on the lacquer’d barge. 

Hast dropt down joy’s gay stream of pleasant marge. 
Thou inay'st extol life’s calm, untroubled sea. 

The storms of misery never burst on thee. 

Go to the mat, where squalid Want reclines, 

(Jo to the shade obserne, where Merit pines; 

Abide with him whom Penury's charms control, 

And bind the rising yearnings ( his soul, 

:»urvey his sleepless couch, and standing there. 

Tell the poor pallid wretch that life is fair l 

Press thou the lonely pillow of his head. 

And ask why sleep his languid eyes has fled; 

Mark his dew’d temples, and his half-shut eye. 

His trembling nostrils, and his deep-drawn sigh. 

His muttering mouth contorted with despair. 

And ask if Eeuius could inhabit there. 

Oh, yes ! that sunken eye with fire once gleam'd. 
And rays of light from it* full circlet stream’d; 

But now Neglect has Btung him to the core. 

And Hope’s wild raptures thrill his breast no more ; 
Domestic Anguish winds his vitals round. 

And added Grief compels him to the ground. 

1^) 1 o’er liis manly form, decay’d and wan, 

Tbe shades of death with gradual steps steal on; 

And the pale mother, pining to decay, 

Weeps lor her boy her wretched life away. 

Go, child of Fortune ! to his early grave. 

Where o’er his head obscure the rank weeds u^ive; 
Behold the heart-wrung parent lay her head 
On the cold turf, and usk to share his bed. 

Go, child of Fortune, take thy lesson there. 

And tell us then that life is wondrous fair! 

Yet Lofft, in thee, whose hand is still stretch’d forth 
T’ encourage genius, and to foster worth; 
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On thee, the unhappy's firm, unfailing friend, 

'Tis just that every blessing should descend; 

’Tis just that life to thee should only shew 
Her fairer side but little mix'd with woe. 

WRITTEN IN THE PROSPECT OP DEATH. 

Sad solitary Thought , who keep’at thy vigils, 

Thy solemn vigil’s in the sick man's mind. 
Communing lonely with his sinking soul. 

And musing on the dubious glooms that lie 
In dim obscurity before him, — tlicc. 

Wrapt in thy dark magnificence I call 
At this still midnight hour, this awful season. 

When on my bed, in wakeful restlessness, 

I turn me wearisome ; while all around. 

All, all, save me, sink in forgetfulness; 

I only wake to watch the sickly taper 

Which lights me to my tomb. — Yea, 'tis the hand 

Of death I feel press heavy on my vitals. 

Slow sapping the warm current of existence. 

My moments nfiw arc few — the sand of li'e 
Ebbs fastly to its finish. — Yet a little. 

And the last fleeting particle will fall. 

Silent, unseen, unnoticed, unlamenteil; 

Come then, sad Thought, and let us meditate 
While meditate we may. — We have now 
But a small portion of what mi® call time 
To hold communion: for even now the knife. 

The separating knife, I feel divide 

The tender bond that binds my soul ts earth. 

Yes, I must die — I feel that 1 must die; 

And though to me has life been dark and dreary. 
Though Hope for me has smiled but to deceive. 

And Disappointment still pursued her blandishment-:, 
•Yet doC feel my soul recoil within me 
As 1 contemplate the dim gulf of death. 

The shuddering void, the awful blank— futurity. 

Ay, I had plann’d full many a sanguine scheme 
Of earthly happiness — romantic schemes, 

And fraught with loveliness; and it is hard 
To feel the band of Death arrest one’s stops. 
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Throw a cliill blight o’er all one’s budding hopes, 
And liurl one’H soul untimely to the shades. 

Lost in the gaping gulf of blank oblivion. 

Fifty years hence, and who will hear of Henry? 

Oh ! none;— another busy brood of beings 
Will shoot up in the interim, and none 
Will hold him in remembrance. I shall sink, 

As sinks a stranger in the crowded streets 
Of busy London: — Some short bustle’s caused, 

A few inquiries, and the crowds close in. 

And all’s forgotten. — On my grassy grave 
The men of future times will careless tread, 

And read my name upon the sculptured stone; 

Nor will the sound, familiar to their ears, 

Recal my vanish'd memory. — 1 did hope 
For better things ! — 1 hoped I should not leave 
The earth without a vestige ; — Fate decrees 
It shall be otherwise, and 1 submit. 

Henceforth, oh world, no ihoto of thy desires! 

No more of hope ! the wanton vagrant Hope ! 

I abjure all.— Now other cares engross me, 

And my tirejJ soul, with emulative has to, 

T.ooks to its God, and prunes its wings for Heaven. 

PASTORAL SONG. 

# 

Come, Anna! come, the morning dawns. 

Faint streaks of reliance tinge the skies: 

Come, let us seek ti'5* dewy lawns. 

And watch the early laak arise ; 

While Nature, clad in vesture gay. 

Hails the lov’d return of day. 

Our Hocks, that nip the scanty blado 
Upon the moor, shall seek the vale; 

And then, secure beneath the shade. 

We’ll listen to the throstle’s tale : 

And watch the silver clouds above. 

As o’er the azure vault they rove. 

Come, Anna! come, and bring thy lute. 

That with its tones, so softly sweet, 

In cadence with my mellow flute, 

VVe may beguile the noontide heat ; 
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While near the mellow bee shall join. 
To raise a harmony divine. 

And then at cvo, when silence reigns, 
Except when heard the beetle’s limn. 
We’ll leave the sober-tinted plains. 

To these sweet heights again we’ll come ; 
Anil thou on thy soft lute shall play 
A solemn vesper to departing day. 

VERSES. 

When pride and envy, and the scorn 
Of wealth, my heart with gall embued, 
I thou glit how pleasant were the morn 
Of silence, in the solitude; 

To hear the forest bee on wing. 

Or by the stream or woodland spring. 

To lie and muio alone — alone. 

While the tinkling waters moan. 

Or such wild sounds arise, as say, 

Man and nnise arc far away. 

Now, surely, thought I, there’s enow. 

To fill life’s dusty way ; 

And who will miss a poet's feet, 

Or wonder where he stray? 

So to the woods and waste I’ll go, 

Aud I will build an osier bower; 

And sweetly there to &e shall flow 
The meditativo hour. 

And when the Autumn’s withering hand 
Shall strew with leaves the sylvan land. 
Ell to the forest caverns hie : 

And in the dark aud stormy nights 
I’l^listen to the shrieking sprites. 

Who, in the wintry wolds and floods. 
Keep jubilee, and shred the woods ; 

Or, as it drifted soft arid slow, 
llurl in ten thousand shapes the snow. 
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EPIGRAM ON ROBERT BLOOMFIELD. 

Bloomi ield, tliy happy-omen’d name 
Ensures continuance to thy fume; 

Both sense and truth this verdict give. 

While fields shall bloom, thy name sliaU live! 

TO MIDNIGHT. 

Sr tsov of general rpst, whose solemn still. 

Strikes to the trembling heart a fearful chill, 

But speaks to philosophic souls delight. 

Thee do l hail, as at my casement high. 

My candle waning melancholy by, 

I sit and taste the holy calm of night. 

Yon pensive oib, that through the ether sails. 

And gilds flic misty shadows of the vales. 

Hanging in thy dull rear her vestal flame. 

To her, while all around in sleep recline. 

Wakeful I raise my orisons divine, 

And sing the gentle honours ofhei name; 

While Fancy lone o’er me her votary bends. 

To lift my soul her fairy visions sends, 

And pours upon my ear her thrilling song. 

And Superstition’s gentle terrors come. 

Sec, see yon dim ghost gliding through the gloom ! 
See round yon churchyard elm what spectres throng 

Meanwhile I tunc, to some romantic lay, 

My flageolet — and, as 1 pensive play, 

The sweet notes echo o'er the mountaio scene: 
The traveller late journo yin g o’er the moors 
Hears them aghast, — (while still the dull owl pours 
Her hollow screams each dreary pause between). 

Till in the lonely tower he spies the light 
Now faintly flashing on the glooms of night, 

Whe,ro I, poor muscr, my lone vigils keep, 

And ’mid the dreary solitude serene, 

Cast a much-meaning glance upon the scene. 

And raise my mournful eye to heaven and weep- 
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TO THOUGHT. WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 

Hence, away, vindictive Thought! 

Thy pictures are of pain ; 

The visions through thy dark eye caught. 

They with no gentle charms are fraught, 

So pr’ythee back again. 

I would not weep, 

I wish to sleep. 

Then why, thou busy foe, with me thy % igils keep ? 

Why dost o’er bed and couch recline ? 

Is this thy new delight ? 

Pale visitant, it is not tliine 
To keep thy sentry through the mine. 

The dark vault of the night : 

’Tis thine to die, 

While o'er the eye 

The dews of slumber press, and waking sorrows fly. 

Go thou, and bide with him who guides 
His bark through lonely seas; 

And as, reclining on liis helm. 

Sadly ho marks the starry realm. 

To him thou may’st bring ease ; 

But thou to me 
Art misery. 

So pr*ythee, plume thy wings, and from my irillow flee. 

And, Memory, pray what art thou? 

Art thou of pleasure born 1 
Does bliss untainted from thee flow? 

The rose that gems tby pensive brow, 

Is it without a thorn ? 

With all thy smiles, 

And witching wiles, [defiles. 

Yet art unfrequent bitterness thy mournful sway 

The drowsy night watch has forgot 
To caJLthe solemn hour ; 

Lull'd by- the winds he slumbers deep. 

While 1 ip vain, capricious Sleep, 

1«K6 thy tardy power; 
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And restless lie, 

With unclosed eye, 

\nd count the tedious hours as slow they minute by. 

GENIUS : AN ODE. 

I. I. Many there be, who, through the vale of hfo. 

With velvet pace, unnoticed, softly go. 
While jarring Discard’s inharmonious strife 
Awakes them not to woe. 

By them unheeded, corking Care, 
Green-eyed Grief, and dull Despair; 
Smoothly they pursue their way, 

With even tenor and with equal breath, 
Alike through cloudy and through sunny day, 
Then sink in peace to death. 

II. 1, But, ah! a few there be whom griefs devoui. 

And weeping Woe, and Disappointment 
Repining Penury, and Somvw sour, [keen. 
And self-consuming Spleen. # 

AncV these are Genius’ favourites: these 
Know the thought-throned mind to please, 
And from her fleshy seat to draw 

To realms where Fancy’s golden orbits roll. 
Disdaining all but ’wildcring Rapture’s law. 
The captivated soul. 

III. 1. Genius, from starry throne, 

High above the burning zone, 

In, radiant robe of light array'd. 

Oh! hear the plaint by thy sad favourite made, 
His melancholy moan. 

He tells of scorn, he toils* of broken vows, 

Of sleepless nights, of anguish-ridden 
Pangs that his sensibility uprousc [jays, 
To curse his being and his thirst for praise. 
Thou gav’st to him with treble force to feci 

The sting of keen neglect, the rich man’s 
And what o’er all does in liia soul preside [scorn ; 
Predominant, and tempers him to steel, 
His high indignant pride. 
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$, Ltiwn t not ye, who humbly .steal through Hu 

/Ihat iivuiiM units Out your Jon ly she l, 
Fur, uh, wh.tr noon a ml sorrows met rife 
Distract /ns b;iph-*s haul ! 

For Iiiui uwjita no balmy sleep, 

He waiter aJl night, and wakes to weep ; 
Or by his lonely lump he sits 

At solemn midnight, when the peasant 
Id feverish study, and in moody tits [sleeps, 
His mourn ful vigils keeps. 

11.2.* And, oh! for what consume.* the watchful oilf 
For what does thus l>o waste life’s fleeting 
'Tis for ncglert and penury he doth toil, [breath? 
’Tis for untimely death. 

Lo! where dejected pale he lies, 

Despair depicted in liis eyes. 

He feels the vital flame decrease, [prey. 

He sees the grave wide-yawning for its 
Without a friend to soothe his soul to peace, 
And cheer the expiring ray. 

• 

HI. 2. By Sulmo's bard of mournful fame. 

By gentle Otway’s magic name. 

By him, the 3 oath, who Smiled at death. 
And rashly dared to stop his vital breath. 
Will 1 thy pangs proclaim; 

For still to misery closely thau’rt allied. 
Though gaud^ pageants glitter by thy side. 
And far-resounding Fame* 

What though to thee the dazzled miUionabow, 
And to thy posth’mous merit bend them low ; 
Though unto thee the monarchlookswithawe. 
And thou at thy flash’d car dost nations draw. 
Yet, ah ! unseen behind thee fly 

Corroding Anguish, soul-subduing Pain, 
And Discontent that clouds the fairest sky : — 
A melancholy train. 

Yes, Genius, thee a thousand cares await. 
Mocking thy derided state ; 

Thee chill Adversity will still attend, [friend, 
t pefore whose face flies fast the summer's 
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And leaves thee all forlorn ; [laughs. 

While leaden Ignorance rears her head and 
And fat Stupidity shakes lhs jolly sides. 
And while the cup of allluence he quaffs 
With bee-eyed Wisdom, Genius dendcs, 

Who toils, and every hardship doth outbrave, 

To gain the meed of praise, when he is mouldering 
in his grave. 

FRAGMENT OF AN ODE TO TITE MOON. 

Mild orb, who floatest through the realm of night, 

A pathless wanderer o’er a lonely wild. 

Welcome to me thy soft and pensive light. 

Which oft in childhood my lone thoughts beguiled ; 
Now doubly dear as o’er my silent seat. 

Nocturnal Study's still retreat. 

It casts a mournful melancholy gleam, 

And through my lofty casement weaves. 

Dim through the vine’s encircling leaves. 

An intermingled beam. 

These feverish dews that on my templesThang, 

This quivering lip, these eyes of dying flame: 

These the dread signs of many a secret pang. 

These are the meed of him who pants for fame! 
Pale Moon, from thoughts like these divert my sou I; 

Lowly I kneel before thy shrine on high ; 

My lamp expires; — Beneath thy mild control. 

These restless dreams are ever wont to fly. 

Come kindred mourner, in my breast 
Soothe them discordant tones to rest, • 

And breathe the soul of peace; 

Mild visitor, 1 feci thee here, 

It is not pain that brings this tear. 

For thou hast bid it cease. 

Oh ! many a year has pass’d away 
Since I, beneath thy fairy ray. 

Attuned my infant reed ; 

When wilt thou, Time, those days restore. 

Those happy moments now no mere— 
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When on the lake’s damp irmrpc I lay. 

And mark'd the northern meteor’s dance, 

Bland Hope and Fancy, ye tvere there 
To inspirate my tiance. 

Twin sisters, faintly now yc deign 
Your magic sweets on toe to shed. 

In vain your powers are now essay’d 
To chase superior pain. 

And art thou fled, thou welcome orb? 

So swiftly pleasure flies ; 

So to mankind, in darkness lost. 

The beam of ardour dies. 

Wan Moon, thy nightly task is done. 

And now, encurtain’d in the main. 

Thou sinkest into rest ; 

But I, in vain, on thorny bed 

Shall woo the god of soft repose — 

* # • * 

FRAGMENT 

Lotrn rage the winds without.^fThc wintry cloud 
O'er the cold north star casts herflitting shroud; 

And Silence, pausing in some snowilad dale. 

Starts as she hears, by fits, tho shrieking gale; 

Where now, shut out from every stilljre treat. 

Her pine-clad summit, and her woo^^d seat. 

Shall Meditation, in heraaddeut mqpd, 

Retire, o’er all her pensive stores to' brood? 

Shivering nndbluc, the peasant eyes aslgMt&a^ 

The drifted flexes that around him dance, 

And hurries ou his half averted form, 

Stemming the fury of the sidelong storm. 

Him soon shall greet his snow-topt [cot of thatch,} 
Soor shall his numb'd hand tremble on the latch. 
Soon from his chimney’s nook the cheerful flame 
Diffuse a genial warmth throughout hiB frame; 
Round the light Are, while roars the north wind loud. 
What merry groups of vacant faces crowd ; 

These hail his coming — these his meal prepare. 

And boast in all that cot no lurking care. 
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What, though the social circle bo-denied. 

Even Sadness brightens at her own five-side, 

Coves, with fixed eye, to watch the fluttering blaze. 
While musing Memory dwells on former days; 

Or Hope, blest spirit! smiles — and, still forgiven. 
Forgets the passport, while she points to heaven. 
Then heap the lire — shut out the biting air. 

And from its station wheel the easy chair : 

Thus fenced and warm, in silent fit, ’tis sweet 
To hear without the bitter tempest beat 
All, all alone— to sit, and niuse, and sigh. 

The pensive tenant of obscurity, — 

• • • • 

FRAGMENT. 

Oh! tliou most fatal of Pandora's train, 

Consumption ! silent cheater of the eye; 

Tliou com’st not robed in agonizing pain. 

Nor mark’st thy course with Death’s delusive dye ; 
But silent and unnoticed thou dost lie; 

O’er life’s soft springs thy venom dost diffuse. 

And, while ^iou gjVtot new lustre to tLs eye. 
While o’er the chee&jfte spread health's ruddy hues. 
Even then life’s litrajeat thy cruel power subdues. 

Oft I've beheld thee, in the glow of youth 
Hid 'ncatli the blushing roses which there bloom'd, 
Aud dropp’d a tear, for then thy cankering tooth 
I knew wouldnever stay, till, all consumed. 

In the cold vault of death he were entomb’d. 

But oh! what sorrow did I feel, as swift, 

Insulioatft Jrarager, I saw thee fly 
Through fair Lucina’s breast of whitesrsnow. 
Preparing swift her passage to the sky! 

Though still intelligence beam'd in the glance. 

The liquid lustre of her flue blue eye; 

Yet soon did languid listlessness advance, 

And soon she calmly sun^ in death's repugnant trance. 

Even when her end was swiftly drawing near, 

And dissolution hover’d o’er her head ; 

Even then so beauteous did her form appear. 

That none who s aw, h er but admiring said. 
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Sure so much beauty never could be dead. 
Yet the dark lash of her expressive eye. 
Bent lowly down upon the languid 


SONNETS. 

TO CAPEL LOFFT, ESQ. 

Lofpt, unto thee one tributary song 
The simple Muse, admiring, fain would bring; 

She longs to lisp thee to the listening throng. 

And with tliy name to bid the woodlands ring. 

Fain would she blazon all thy virtues forth. 

Thy warm philanthropy, thy justice mild. 

Would say how thou didst foster kindred worth. 

And to thy bosom snatch’d Misfortune's child ; 
Firm she would paint thee, with becoming zeal. 
Upright, and learned, as the Pylian sire. 

Would say.how sweetly thou cduldst sweep thelyte. 
And shew thy labours for the public weal : 

Ten thousand virtues tell with joys supreme. 

But ah! she shrinks abash’d before the arduous 
theme. 

TO THE MOON. WRITTEN IN NOVEMBER. 

Sublime, emerging fronj the misty verge 
Of th’ horizon dim, thee, Moon, 1 hail, 

As, sweeping o’er the leafless grove, the gale 
Seems to repeal the year’s funereal dirge. ** * 

Now Autumn sickens on the languid sight. 

And leaves bestrew the wanderer’s lonely way, 
Now unto thee, pale arbitress of night, 

Wijjh double joy my homage do I pay. 

When clouds disguise the glories of the day, 

And stern November sheds her boisterous blight. 

How doubly sweet to mark the moony ray 
$hoOt through the mist from the ethereal height. 

And, still unchanged , back to the memory bring 
The smiles ftvonian of life’s earijjggg spring. 
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WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OF A FRIEND. 

Fast from tlic West the fading day-streaks fly. 

And ebon Night assumes her solemn sway. 

Yet here alone, unheeding time, I lie. 

And o’er my friend still pouT the plaintive lay. 

Oh! ’tisnot long since, Ceorge, with thee 1 woo'd 
The maid of musings hy yon moaning wave. 

And hail’d the moon's mild beam, which, nowirenew'il, 
Seems sweetly sleeping on thy silent grave! 

The busy world pursues its boisterous way, 

The noise of revelry still echoes round, 

Yet I am sad while all beside is gay: 

Yet still I weep o’er thy deserted mound. 

Oh! that, like thee, I might hid sorrow cease. 

And ’neath the green sward sleep the sleep of pcaoc. 

TO MISFORTUNE. 

Misfortune, I am young, my chin is bare. 

And I have wonder’d much, when men have told 
How youth was free from sorrow and from care. 

That thou shouldst dwell with mo, and laave the old. 
Sure dost not tike nshi Shrivell’d Lag of hate, 

My phiz, (and thttdhs to thee,) is sadly long; 

I am not either,Tile1dam, over strong; 

Nor do I wish at all to he thy mate. 

For thou, sweet Fury, art ray utter hate. 

Nay, shake not thus thy miserable pate, 

I am yet young, and do not like thy face ; 

And, lest thou shouldst resume the wild-goose chase, 
I'll tell thee something all thy heat to^assuage, 

— Thou wilt dot hit my fancy in my age. 


As thus oppress'd with many a heavy care 
(Though young, yet sorrowful), I turn my feet 
To the dark woodland, longing much to greet 
The form of Peace, if chance she sojourn there. 

Deep thought and dismal, verging to despair. 

Pills my sad breast; and, tired with this vain ooil, 
I shrink dismay'd before life's upland toil. *- 
And as amid the leaves the evening air 
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Whispers still melody, — I think ere long, 

When I no more can hear, these woods will speak 
And then a sad smile plays upon my cheek. 

And mournful phantasies upon me throng. 

And 1 do ponder with most strange delight 
On the calm slumbers of the dead man's night. 


TO APRIL. 

Emblem of life! see changeful April sail 
In varying vest along the shadowy skies. 

Now bidding Summer's softest zephyrs rise. 

Anon, recalling Winter’s stormy gale. 

And pouring from the cloud her sudden hail ; 

Then, smiling through the tear that dims her eyes, 
While Iris with her braid the welkin dyes. 
Promise of sunshine, not so prone to tail. 

So, to us, sojourners in life’s low vale. 

The smiles of Fortune flatter to deceive. 

While still the Fates the web of Misery weave ; 

So Hope exultant spreads her aery sail. 

And from th* present gloom the soul conveys 
To distant summers and far happier dayS. 


Yb unseen spirits, whose wild melodies. 

At evening rising slow, yet sweetly clear. 

Steal on the musing poet’s pensive ear. 

As by the wood-spring stretch’d supine he lies, 

When he who now invokes you low is laid. 

His tired frame resting on the earth’s cold bed, 

Hold ye your nightly vigils o’er his head. 

And chant a dir go to his reposing shade! 

For he was wont to love your madrigals : 

And often by the haunted stream that laves 
Tlys dark sequester’d woodland’s inmost caves 
Would sit and listen to the dying falls, 

Till the full tear would quiver in his eye. 

And bis big heart would heave with mournful ecstacy. 
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TO A TAPER. 

'Tis midnight— -On the globe dead slumber sits. 

And all is silence — in the hour of sleep ; 

Save when the hollow gust, that swells by fits, 

In the d irk wood roars fearfully and deep, 
i wake alone to listen and to weep. 

To watch, my taper, thy pale beacon hum; 

And, as still Memory .does her vigils keep. 

To think of days that never can return. 
l»y tliy pale ray I raise my lauguid head, 

My eye surveys the solitary gloom ; 

And the sad meaning tear, unmix'd with dread, 
Telia thou dost light me to the silent tomb. 

Like thoe I wane ; — like thine my life's last ray 
Will fade in loneliness, unwept, away. 

TO MY MOTHER. 

A'JD cansi. thou, Mother , for a moment think. 

That we, thy children, when old age shall shed 
Its blanching honours ou thy weary head. 

Could from oiA- best of duties ever shrink? 

Sooner the sun from his bright sphere should sink 
Than we, ungrateful, leave thee in that day. 

To pine in solitude thy life away. 

Or shun thee, tottering on the grave’s cold brink. 
Banish the thought ! — where'er our steps may roam. 
O’er smiling plains, or wastes without a tree. 

Still will fond memory point our hearts to thee, 
And paint the pleasures of thy peaceful home; 
While duty bids us all thy griefs assuage. 

And smooth the pillow of thy sinking age. 


Yes, 'twill be over soon.— This sickly dream 
Of life will vanish from my feverish brain; 
And death my wearied spirit will redeem 
From this wild region of unvaried pain. 

Yon brook will glide as softly as before,— 

Yon landscape smile, — yon golden harvest grow. 
Yon sprightly lark on mounting wing will soar 
When Henry’s name is heard no more below. 
E 
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I sigh when all my youthful friends caress, 

They laugh in health, aDd future evils brave: 

Them shall a wife and smiling children bless. 
While I am mouldering in my silent grave. 

Cod of the just — Thou gav’st the bitter cup; 

I bow to thy behest, and drink it up. 

TO CONSUMPTION. 

Gently, most gently, on thy victim’s head. 
Consumption, lay thino hand ! — let me decay. 
Like the expiring lamp, unseen, away. 

And softly go to slumber with the dead. 

And if 'tis true, what holy men have said, 

That strains angelic oft foretel the day 
Of death, to those good men who fall thy prey, 

O let the aerial music round my bed. 

Dissolving sad in dying symphony. 

Whisper the solemu warning in mine car : 

That I may hid my weeping friends good-by 
Ere I depart upon my journey drear: 

And, smiliifg faintly on the painful past. 

Compose my decent head, and breathemy last. 

FROM TIIE FRENCH OF M. DESBARREUX. 

Thy judgments, Lord, aro just; thou lov’st to wear 
The face of pity and of love divine ; 

But mine is guilt — thou must not, canst not spare. 
While Heaven' is true, and equity is thine. 

Yes, nh my God I — such crimes as mine, so dread. 
Leave but the choice of punishment to thee; 

Thy jjj$erest calls for judgment on my head. 

Arid even thy mercy dares not plead for me ! 

Thy will be done — since ’tis thy glory’s due, 

Did from mine eyes the endless torrents flow; 

Smite — it is time — though endless death ensue, 

I bless the avenging hand that lays me low. 

Baton what spot shall fall thine anger’s flood, 

not first been drench'd in Christ’s atoning 
Wood? 
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TOEMS OE A LATER DATE. 

TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS, WHO, WHEN HFNItf 
REASONED Willi HIM CALMLY, ASKED * IK ICE 
DID NOT FEEL 10R 1I1M 1* 

‘ Do 1 not feel Thu doubt is keen as steel. 

Yea, I do feel — mos^ exquisitely feel; 

My heart can weep, when from my downcast eye 
I chase the tear, and stein the rising sigh: 

Deep buried there I close the rankling dart, 

And smile the most when heaviest is ray heart. 

On this I act — whatever pangs surround, 

’Tis magnanimity to hide the wound > 

When all was new, and life was in its spring, 

I lived an unloved solitary thing; 

Even then I learn'd to bury deep from day 
The piercing cares that wore my youth away ; 

Even then I leam’d for other’s cares to feel: 

Even then l wept I had not power to heal : 

Even then, dgep-sounding through the nfghtly gloom, 
I heard the wretched's groan, and mourn'd the 
wretched’s doom. 

Who were my friends in youth? — the midnight fire— 
The silent moonbeam, or the starry choir; 

To these I 'plain’d, or turn’d from outer sight. 

To bless my lonely taper’s friendly light ; 

I never yet could ask, howe’w forlorn, 

Tor vulgar pity mix’d with vulgar scorn ; 

The sacred source of woe I never opc. 

My breast's my coffer, and my God’s my hope. 

But that I do feel, Time, my friend, will shew. 
Though the cold crowd the secret never know ; 

With them I laugh — yet, when no eye can see, 

I weep for nature, and 1 weep for thee. * 

Yes, thou didst wrong me, * * *; I fondly thought 
In thee I’d found the friend my heart had sought I 
I fondly thought, that thou couldst pierce the guise, 
And reud the truth that in my bosom lies; 

I fondly thought, ere Time’s last days were gone. 
Thy heart and mine had mingled into one ! 
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Yes — and they yet will mingle. Days and years 
Will Jly, and leave us partners in our tears: 

We then shall feel that friendship has a power 
To soothe ailliction in her darkest hour; 

Time's trial o’er, shall clasp each other’s band. 

And wait the passport to ,i better land. 

Thine, 11. K. WHITE. 

Ilntj jMist Eleeen <S Vtw'k at Right. 

CHRTS PM A E-DAY. 1 SGJ. 

T et ouro more, and once more, awake, m 3 Harp 
From silence and neglect — one lolly strain, 

Jjofty, yet wilder than the winds of Heaven, 

And speaking mysteries more than wouls can tell. 

J ask of thee ; for I, with hymnings high. 

Would join the dirge of the departing >ear. 

Yet with no wintry garland from the wood* 

Wrought of the leafless branch, or ivy seat. 

Wreathe I thy tresses, dark December! now. 

Me higher quarrel calls, with loudest soug. 

And fearful joy, to celebrate the day 
Of the Redeemer. — Near two thousand t sun*. 

Hate set their seals upon the rolling lapse 
Of generations, since the day-spring fit at 
Beam’d from on high! — Now to the might}- mas-. 

•Of that increasing aggregate we add 
One unit more. Space, in comparison. 

How small, yet mark’d with how much miser} ! 

W ars, famines, and the f-try Pestilence, 

Over the nations hanging her dread scourge; 

The oppresb’d too, in silent bitterness. 

Weeping their sufferance; and the arm of wrong. 
Forcing the scanty portion from the weak. 

And steeping the lone widow’s couch with tears. 

So has the year been character’d with woe, 

In Christian land, and mark’d with wrongs and crimes; 
Yet ’twas not thus lie taught— not thus lie lived. 
Whose birth wc this day celebrate with prayer 
And much thanksgiving. — lie, a man of woes. 

Wont on the way appointed, — path, though rude. 
Yet borne with patience still: — He came to cheer 
The broken-hearted, to raise up the sick, 
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And on the wandering and benighted mind 
To pour the light of truth. — O task divine ! 

O more than angel teacher I He had words 
To soothe the barking waves, and hush the winds: 
And when the soul was fuss'd with troubled seas. 
Wrapp’d in thick darkness and the howling storm, 
lie, pointing to the star of peace on high, 

/Vrm’d it with holy fortitude, and bade it smile 

At the surrounding wreck. 

When with deep agony his heart was rack’d. 

Not for himself the tear-drop dew’d his cheek, 

For them He wept, for them to Heaven He pray’d, 
His persecutors—* Father, pardon them. 

They know not what they do.’ 

Angels of Heaven, 

Ye who beheld Him fainting on the cross. 

And did him homage, say, may mortal join 
The hallelujahs of the risen Cod? 

Will the faint voice and gro* oiling song he heard 
Amid the seraphim in light divine? 

Yes He will deign, the Prince of Peace will deign, 
For mercy t^acccpt the hymn of faith, * 

Low though it be aud humble. — Lord of life, 

The Christ, the Comforter, thine advent now 
Fills my uprising soul, — l mount, L fly 
Far o’er the skies, beyond the rolling oibs 
The bonds of flesh dissolve, and eartli recedes 
Aud care, and pain, and sorrow are no more. 


NELSON 1 MORS. 

Yet once again, my Harp,- yet once again, 

One ditty more, and on the mountain ash 

I will again suspend thee. 1 have felt 

The warm tear frequent on my cheek, since last. 

At eventide, when all the winds were hush'd, * 

I woke to thee the melancholy song. 

Since then with Thoughtfulness, a maid severe, 

I’ve journey’d, and have learn’d to shape the freaks 
Of frolic fancy to the line of truth ; 

Not unrepining, for my froward heart 
Still turns to thee, mine Harp, aud to the flow 
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Of spring-gales past — the woods and storied haunts 
Of my not songlcss boyhood. — Vet once more, 

Not tearless, I will wake tliy tremulous tones. 

My long neglected Harp.— He must not sink; 

The good, the brave — he must not, shall not sink 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Though from the Muse’s chalice I may pour 
No precious dews of Aganippe's well. 

Or Castaly, — though from the morning cloud 
I fetch no hues to scatter on his hearse. 

Yet will I wreathe a garland for his brows. 

Of simple flowers, such as the hedge-rows scent 
Of Britain, my lov'd country; and with tears 
Most eloquent, yet silent, 1 will bathe 
Thy honour'd corse, my Nelson, tears as warm 
And honest as the ebbiug blood that flow'd 
Fast from thy honest he.irt. — Thou, Pity, too. 

If ever I have loved, with faltering step, 

To follow thee in the cold and stall ess night. 

To the top-crag of some rain-beaten clitt# 

And as 1 heard the deep gun bursting loud 

Amid the patises of the storm, have poiv'il 

Wild strains, and mournful, to the hurrying winds, 

The dying soul's viaticum; if oft 

Amid the carnage of the field I've sate 

With thee upon the moonlight throne, and sung 

To cheer the fainting soldier** dying soul. 

With mercy and forgiveness— visitant 
Of Heaven — sit thou uptm my harp. 

And give it feeling, which were else too cold 
For argument so great, for theme so high. 

How dimly on that morn the sun arose. 

Kerchief 1 d in mists, and tearful, when 

* # * * 

r, 1IYM N. 

In heaven we 9hall bn puriiieil, so as to be able to endure 
the splendours of the Deity. 

Awake, sweet harp of Judah, wake. 

Retune thy strings for Jesus' sake; 

We sing the Saviour of our race. 

The Lamb, our shieldi and hiding-place. 
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When God’s right arm is bared for war, 

The thunders clothe his cloudy car. 

Where, where, oh where shall man retire, 

T* escape the horrors of his ire? 

'Tia he, the Lamb, to him wc fly. 

While the dread tempest passes by; 

God secs his Well-bcloved’s face. 

And spares us in our hiding-place. 

Thus while we dwell in this low scene. 

The Lamb is our unfailing screen ; 

To him, though guilty, still we run, 

And God still spares us for his Son. 

While yet wc sojourn here below. 

Pollutions still our hearts o’erflow; 

Fall’n, abject, mean, a sentenced race. 

We deeply need a hiding-place. 

Yet courage — days and years will glide. 

And we shall lay these clods aside; 

Shall be baptized in Jordan's flood. 

And wash'd in Jesus’ cleansing blood. 

Then pure, immortal, sinless, freed. 

We through the Lamb shall be decreed ; 

Shall meet the Father face to face. 

And need no more a hiding-place. 

Hie last EtanzA of this hymn was added extemporaneously, by 
Henry, one summer evening, wh«j» be was with a few friends on 
tho Trent, and singing it, as he was wont to do on such occa- 
sions. 

A HYMN FOR FAMILY WORSHIP. 

O Lord, another day is flown. 

And we, a lonely band, 

Are met once more before thy throne. 

To bless thy fostering hand. 

And wilt then bend a listening ear 
To praises low as ours ? 

Thou wiltl for Thou dost love to hear 
The song which meekness pours. 
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And, Jesus, thou thy smiles will deign, 

As we before thee pray ; 

For thou didst bless the. infant train. 

And we are less than they. 

O let thy grace perform its part. 

And let contention cease; 

And shed abroad in every heart 
Thine everlasting peace! 

Thus chasten’d, cleansed, entirely thine , 

A Hock by Jesus led ; 

The Sun of Holiness shall shine. 

In glory on our head. 

And thou wilt turn our wandering feet. 
And thou wilt bless our way; 

Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 
The dawn of lasting day. 

TI1E STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

WiutN marsh ail’d on the nightly plain. 

The glittering host bestud the sky; * 

One star alone, of all the train. 

Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye. 

Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks. 

Prom every host, from every gem; 

But one alone the Saviour Speaks, 

It is the Star of Bethlehem. 

Once on the raging seas l rode. 

The storm was loud, — the night was dark. 
The ocean yawn'd — and rudely blow’d 
The wind that toss’d my foundering bark. 

Deep horror then my vitals froze. 

Death-struck, I ceas’d the tide to stem; 
When suddenly a star arose, — 

It was the Star of Bethlehem. 

It was my guide, my light, my all. 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 

And through the storm and dangers’, thrall. 

It led xnd to the port of peace. 
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Now safely moor’d— my perils o’er, 

I'll sing, first in night’s diadem. 

For ever and for evermore. 

The star!— The Star of Bethlehem! 

A HYMN. 

V 

O Lord, my God, in mercy turn. 

In mercy hear a sinner mourn ! 

To thee I call, to thee I cry, 

0 leave me, leave me not to die ! 

1 strove against thee. Lord, I know, 

I spurn’d thy grace, I mock’d thy law; 

The hour is past— the day’s gone by. 

And I am left alone to die. 

O pleasures past, what are yc now 
But thorns about my bleeding brow ! 

Spectres that hover round iny brain. 

And aggravate and mock my pain. 

For pleasure 1 have given my soul ; 

Now, Justice, let thy thunders roil! 

Now Vengeance smile — and with a blow. 

Lay the rebellious mgrate low. 

Yet Jesus, Jesus! there I’ll cling. 

I’ll crowd beneath his sheltering wing ; 

I’ll clasp the crostf* and holding there. 

Even me, oh bliss! — bis wrath may spare. 

MELODY. 

Inserted in a Collection of Selected and Original Songs, pub- 
lished by the Itev. J. Plumptre, of Clare Hail, Cambridge. 

Y es, once more that dying strain, 

Anna, touch thy lute for me ; 

Sweet, when Pity’s tones complain. 

Doubly sweet is melody. 

While the Virtues thus enweave 
Mildly soft the thrilling song. 

Winter's long and lonesome eye 
Glides unfelt, unseen, along. 

E 2 
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Tims when life hath stolen away. 
And the wiutry night is near, 
Thus shall Virtue’s flieinlly lay 
Age’s closing evening cheer. 


SONG. — B V WALLER. 

A lulyof CarnhrUlf?#’ lent Wallers rooms to floury , and i>li. 
1 u returiwil tliorti to Ikt, a»liu disrovi roil an adnuion.il 
wriUnj Ijj lmn <u tliu hot tom of Llic Son*' here cojued. 

Go, lovely rose! 

Tell her, that wastes lirr time ou me. 

That now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thee. 

How sweet anil lair she seems to he 

Tell her that's young. 

And shuns to have her graces spied. 

That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 

Thou must have uncommcnded died 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired ; 

Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herself to be desired, 

And not blush so to bj admired. 

Then die, that she 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee ; 

How small a part of time they share. 

That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 

f 

[Yet, though thou fade, 

Prom thy dead leaves let fragrance rise ; 

And teach the Maid 
That Goodness Time’s rude hand defies; 

That Virtue lives when Beauty dies. 

H. K. White.] 
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E AIM PLEASED, AND YET I'M SAD.’ 

VV li ln twilight steals along the ground. 

And all the hells are ringing round. 

One, two, three, four and live, 

I at my study-window sit, 

And wrapp'd in many a musing lit. 

To bliss am all alive. 

But though impressions calm anil sweet 
riirill round my heart a holy heat. 

And I am inly glad, 

The tear-drop stands in either eye, 

\nd yet I cannot tell thee why. 

I'm pleased, and yet I’m sad. 

The silvery rack that Hies away 
Like mortal life or pleasure’s ray. 

Does that disturb my breast ! 

Nay, what have I, a studious man. 

To do with life’s unstable jdan. 

Or pleasure’s fading vest i 

Is it that here I must not stop. 

But o’er yon blue hill’s woody top 
Must bend my lonely way ? 

No, surely no ! Cor give but me 
My own tire-side, and I shall be 
At home where 1 ey I stray. 

Then is it that yon steeple there. 

With music sweet shall fill the air. 

When thou no more canst hear ? 

Ol», no! oh, no l for then forgiven 
I shall be with my God in heaven. 

Releas’d from every fear. 

Then whence it is I cannot tell. 

But there is some mystorious spell 
That holds me when I’m glad ; 

And so the tear-drop fills my eye. 

When yet in truth I know not why. 

Or wherefore, I am sad. 
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SOLITUDE. 

It is not that my lot is low. 

That bids this silent tear to flow; 

It is not grief that bids me moan. 

It is that i am all alone. 

In woods and glens l love to roam. 
When the tired hedger tries him home ; 
Or by the woodland pool to rest. 

When pale the star looks on its breast. 

Yet when the silent evening sighs. 

With hallow’d airs and symphonies. 

My spirit takes another tone. 

And sighs that it is all alone. 

The autumn leaf is sear and dead. 

It floats upon the water’s bed ; 

I would not be a leaf, to die 
Without recording sorrow's sigh ! 

The woods and winds with sudden wail. 
Tell all the same unvaried talc ; 

I've none to smile when I am free. 

And when I sigh, to sigh with me. 

Yet in my dreams a form I view. 

That thinks on me, and loves me too; 

I start, and when the vision's flown, 

I weep that I am fill alone. 


I p far from me the Fates remove 
Domestic peace, connubial love. 

The prattling ring, the social cheer, 
^Affection's voice, affection's tear. 

Ye sterner powers, that bind the heart, 
To me your iron aid impart ! 

O teach me, when the nights are chill. 
And my fire-side is lone and still; 
When to the blaze that crackles near, 

* I turn a tired and pensive ear. 
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And Nature conquering bids me sigh. 

For love's soft accents whispering nigh: 

0 teach mo, on that heavenly road. 

That leads to Truth's occult abode. 

To wrap my soul in dreams divine. 

Till earth and care no more bu mine. 

Let bless'd Philosophy impart 

Her soothing measures to my heart; 

And while with Plato’s ravish'd ears 

1 list the music of the spheres. 

Or on the mystic symbols pore. 

That hide the Chald’s sublimer lore, 

I shall not brood on summers gone. 

Nor think that I am all alone. 


Fanny ! upon thy breast I may not lie! 

Fanny ! thou dost not hear me when I speak ! 
Where art thou, love ? — Around I turn my eye. 

And as I turn, the tear is on my cheek. 

Was it a dream 1 or did my love behold 
Indeed lonely couch 1 — MethoughS the breath 
Fann'd not her bloodless lip ; her eye was cold 
And hollow, and the livery of death 
Invested her pale forehead. — Sainted maid! 

My thoughts oft rest with thee in thy cold grave. 
Through the long wintry night, when wind and wave 
Rock the dark house where thy poor head is laid. 
Yet, hush! my fond heart, hush! there is a shore 
Of better promise ; and I know at last. 

When the long sabbath of the tomb is past. 

We two shall meet in Christ — to part no more. 


FRAGMENTS. 


These Fragments are Henry’s latest composition ; and were, for 
the most part, written upon the back of his mathematical papers, 
during the few moments of the last year oi bis life, in which he 
suffered himself to follow the Impulse of his genius. 


* Saw’st thou that light V exclaim’d the youth, and 
paused: 

‘ Through yon dark fin it glanced, and on the stream 



se the remains op 

'J hat skirts tlio wooils it for a moment play'd. 

Again, more light it gleam'd ; — or docs some sprite 
Delude mine eyes with shapes of wood and streams, 
Anil lamp, far beaming through the thicket’s gloom. 
As from some bosom'd cabin, where the voice 
Of revelry, or thrifty watchfulness. 

Keeps in the lights at this unwonted hour? 

No sprite deludes mine eye*,- -the beam now glows 
With steady lustre.— Can it he the moon. 

Who, hidden long by the invidious veil 

That blots the heavens, now sets behind the woods V 

* No moon to-night lias look’d upon the sea 

Of clouds beneath her,' answer'd Rudiger, 

r .She has been sleeping with Eudymioiu' 


Tut pious mail, 

In this bad world, when mists and coucliant storms 
Hide heaven's lino circlet, springs aloft in tuith 
Above the clouds that threat him, to the fields 
Of ether, wh’ere I he day io never veil’d * 

With intervening vapours; and looks clown 
Serene upon the troublous sea, that hides 
The earth's fair breast, that sea whose nether face 
To grovelling mortals frowns and darkness all ; 

Rut on whose billowy hack, from man conceal'd. 
The glaring sunbeam plays. 


Lo! on the eastern summit, clad in gray, 
Morn, like a horseman girt for travel, comes. 
And from his tower of mist, 

Night’s watchman hurries down. 


There was a little bird upon that x»ile; 

It perch’d upon a ruin’d pinnacle. 

And made sweet melody. 

The song was soft, yet cheerful, and most clear, 
For other note, none swell'd the air but hi3. 

It seem'd as if the Little chorister, 
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Sole tenant of the melancholy pile. 

Were a lone hermit, outeasl from liid kind. 

Yet withal cheerful. — 1 ha\c heard the note 
Echoing so lonely o’er the aisle toclorn, 

Much musing — 


0 pale art thou, my lamp, and fain' 

Thy melancholy ray. 

When the still night’s unclouded saint 
Is walking on her way. 

Through my lattice, leaf embower'd, 

Fair she sheds her shadowy beam. 

And o’er my silent sacred room, 

Oasts a checker’d twilight gloom; 

I throw aside the le.uncd sheet, 

1 cannot choose but gaze, she looks so mildly stvtut 

Sad vestal, why art thou so fair. 

Or why am 1 so frail? 

Me thinks tliou lookest kindly on me. Moan, 

And clicerdSt my lone hours with sweet regard.?. 
Surely like me thou’rt sad, but dost not speak 
Tliy sadness to the cold unheeding crowd: • 

So mournfully composed, o’er yonder cloud 

Thou shinest, like a cresset, beaming far 

From the rude watch-tower, o’er the Atlantic wart 


O give me music — for my soul doth faint; 

I’m sick of noise and care ; and now mine ear 
Longs for some air of peace, some dying plaint. 
That may the spirit from its cell unsphere. 

Hark how it falls! and now it steals aldng. 

Like distant bells upon the lake at eve, 

When all is still; and now it grows more strong. 
As when the choral train their dirges weave. 
Mellow and many-voiced j where every close, 

O’er the old minster roof, in echoing waves reflows 
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Oh I I am rapt aloft. My spirit soars 
Beyond the skies, and leases the stars behind. 
Lot angels lead me to the happy shores, 

And floating paeans fill the buoyant wind. 
Farewell! base earth, farewell I my soul is freed, 
Far from its clayey cell it springs, — 


Ah I who can say, however fair his view. 

Through what sad scenes his path may lie? 

Ah I who can give to others' woes his sigh. 
Secure his own will never need it too? 

Let thoughtless youth its seeming joys pursue. 
Soon will they learn to scan with thoughtful eye 
The illusive past and dark futurity; 

Soon will they know — 


And must thou go, and must we part? 

Yes, Fate decrees, and I submit; 

The pang that rends in twain my heart. 

Oh, Fadny, dost thou share in it ? # 

Thy sex is fickle, — when away. 

Some happier youth may win thy — 

* * * # 

SONNET. 

When I sit musing on the checkered past 
(A term much darken'd with untimely woes), 

My thoughts revert to her, for wbofn still flows 
The tear, though half disown’d; — and binding fast 
Pride’s stubborn cheat to my too yielding heart, 

I say to her she robb’d me of my rest. 

When that was all my wealth.— ’Tis true, my breast 
Received from her this wearying, lingering smart. 
Yet, fin! I cannot bid her form depart; 

Though wrong’d, I love her— yet iu anger love. 

For she was most unworthy.— Then 1 prove 
Vindictive joy ; and on my stem front gleams. 
Throned in dark clouds, inflexible * * * 

The native pride of my much injur’d heart. 
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W hen high romance o'er every wood and stream 
Dark lustre shed, iny infant mind to fire, 

Spell-struck, ami idl’d with many a wondering dream, 
First in the groves I woke the pensive lyre ; 

All there was mystery then ; the gust that woke 
The midnight echo with a spirit’s dirge. 

And unseen fairies would the moon invoke. 

To their light morricc hy the restless surge. 

Now to my sober'd thought with life's false smilee, 
Too much * * 

The vagrant fancy spreads no more her wiles. 

And dark forebodings now my bosom fill. 


1 Iu*»h'd 13 tiie lyre — the hand that swept 
The low and pensive wires, 

Robb'd of its cunning, from the task retires. 

Yes — it is still — the lyre is still; 

The spirit which its slumbers broke 
Hath pas&M away, —and that weak hand that woke 
Its forest melodies hath lost its skill. # 

Yet 1 would press yoii to my lips once more. 

Ye wild, ye withering flowers of poesy ; 

Yet would 1 drink the fragrance which yc pour, 
Mix’d with decaying odours; for to me 
Ye have beguiled the hours of infancy. 

As in the wood-paths of my native — 


Once more, and yet once more, 

I give unto my harp a dark-woven lay; 
l heard the waters roar, 

I heard the flood of ages pass away. 

O thou, stern spirit, who dost dwell 
Tn thine eternal cell, 

Noting, gray chronicler! the silent years; 

I saw thee rise,-*- 1 saw the scroll complete, 
Thou spakest, and at thy feet 
The universe gave way. 
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TIME: A POEM. 

'I his poem was begun either during the publication of Chiton 
Grote,or shortly altcrwiml. Henry nr»er l.iid aside the inten- 
tion of eompletiiig it, and some of the detached parts were 
among lua latest productions. 

Oknius of musings, who, the midnight hour 
Wasting in woods or haunted forests wild, 

Dost watch Orion in his arctic tower. 

Thy dark eye fix’d as in some holy trance; 

Or when the volleyed lightnings cleave the air. 

And Ruin gaunt bestrides the winged storm, 

Sitt'st in some lonely watch-tower, where thy lamp, 
Faint-blazing, a tiik.es the fisher’s eye from far. 

And 'mid the howl of elements, unmoved 
Dost ponder on the awful scene, and trace 
The vast effect to its superior source, — 

Spirit, attend my lowly benison ! 

For now 1 strike to themes of import high 
The solitary lyre ; and, borne by thee 
Above this narrow cell, I celebrate 
The myster^cs of Time ! 

Him who, augrst. 

Was ere these worlds were fashioned, — ere the sun 
Sprang from the cast, or Lucifer display'd 
His glowing cresset in the arch of morn. 

Or Vesper gilded the scrcncr eve ; 

Yea, He had been for an eternity! 

Had swept unvarying from eternity ! 

The harp of desolation-* ere his tones. 

At Cod’s command, assumed a milder strain. 

And startled on his watch, in the vast deep, 

Chaos’s sluggish sentry, and evoked 
From the dark void the smiling universe. 

Chain'd to the grovelling frailties of the flesh. 
Mere mortal man, unpurged from earthly dross, 
Canftot survey, with Ax'd and steady eye, 

The dim uncertain gulf, which now the muse. 
Adventurous, would explore : — but dizzy grown, 

He topples down gie abyss. — If he would scan 
The fearful chasm, and catch a transient glimpse 
Of its unfathomable depths, that so 
Hie mind may turn with double joy to Cod, 
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His only cortainty and resting-place; 

He must put oil' awhile this mortal vest. 

And learn to follow, without giddiness. 

To heights where alJ is vision, and surprise, 

And \ ague conjecture. — lie must waste by night 
Tile studious taper, far trom all resort 
Of crowds and folly, in some still retreat; 

High on the beetling promontory’s crest. 

Or in the caves of the vast wilderness, 

Where, compass’d round with Nature’s wildest shapes. 
He may be driven to centre all his thoughts 
In the Great Architect, who lives confess'd 
In rocks and seas, and solitary wastes. 

So lias divine Philosophy, with voice 
Mild as the murmurs of the moonlight wave. 

Tutor’d the heart of him, who now awakes, 

Touching the chords of solemn minstrelsy. 

His faint, neglected song — intent to snatch 
Some vagrant blossom from the dangerous steep 
Of poesy, a bloom ol such a hue. 

So sober, as may not unseemly suit 
With TruthV»sevcrer brow; and one witfial 
So hardy as shall brave the passing wind 
Ol many winters, — rearing its meek head 
In ’'.veliness, when he who gather’d it 
Is number’d with the generations gone. 

Yet not to me hath God’s good providence 
Given studious leisure,* or unbroken thought. 

Such as he owns,— -a meditativo man, 

Who from the blush of morn to quiet eve 
Ponders, or turns the page of wisdom o’er. 

Far from the busy crowd’s tumultuous din. 

From noise and wrangling far, and undisturb’d 
With Mirth’s unholy shouts. For me the day 
Hath duties which require the vigorous hand 
Of steadfast application, but which leave 
No deep improving trace upon the mind. 

But he the day another's;— let it pass 1 

The night’s my own — They cannot steal my night! 

When evening lights her folding-star on high, 

1 live and breathe, and in the sacred hours 

* The author was then in an attorney’s office. 
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Of quiet and repose, my spirit Hies, 

Free as the morning, o'er the realms of space, 

And mounts the skies, and imps her wing for Heaven. 

Hence do l love the sober-suited maid; 

Hence Night’s my friend, my mistress, and my theme. 
And she shall aid me now to maguity 
The night of ages, — Now, -when the pale ray 
Of star-light penetrates the studious gloom. 

And, at my window seated, while mankind 
Are lock’d in sleep, I feel the freshening breeze 
Of stillness blow, while, in her saddest stole. 

Thought, like a wakeful vestal at her shrine, 

Assumes her wonted sway. 

Behold the world 

Rests, and her tired inhabitants have paused 
From trouble and turmoil. The widow now 
Has ceased to weep, and her twin orphans he 
Lock’d in each arm, partakers of her rest. 

The man of sorrow has forgot his woes ; 

The outcast that his head is shelterless. 

His griefs unshared. — The mother tends no more 
Her daughter's dying slumbers, but, surprised 
With heaviness, and sunk upon her couch. 

Dreams of her bridals. Even the hectic, lull’d 
On death’s lean arm to rest, in visions wrapp’d. 
Crowning with Hope’s bland wreath his shuddeung 
Poor victim ! smiles. — Silence and deep repose [uuise, 
Reign o’er the nations; and the warning voice 
Of Nature utters audibly, within 
The general moral : — tells us that repoBe, 

Deathlike as this, but of fur longer span, 

Is coming on us— that tlio weary crowds, 

Who now enjoy a temporary calm. 

Shall soon taste lasting quiet, wrapp’d around 
With grave-clothes; and their aching restless heads 
MouVJering in holes and corners unobserved, 

Till the last trump shall break their sullen sleep. 

Who needs a teacher to admonish him 
That flesh is grass, that earthly tilings are mist? 
Wliat are our joys but dreams? and what our hopes 
But goodly shadows in the summer cloud? 

Therg’s hot a wind that blows but bears with it 
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Some rainbow promise: — Not a moment flies 
Rut puts its sickle in the fields of life. 

And mows its thousands, with tlieir joys and cares. 
’Tis hut as yesterday, since on yon stars. 

Which now I view, the Chaldee Shepherd* gazed 
In his mid-watch observant, and disposed 
The twinkling hosts as fancy gave them shape. 

Yet in the interim what mighty shocks 
Have bulleted mankind — whole nations raz'd — 

Cities made desolate, — the polish’d suuk 
To barbarism, and once-barburic states 
Swaying the wand of hcience and of arts; 

Illustrious deeds and memorable names 
R lotted from record, and upon the tongue 
Of gray Tradition voluble no more. 

Where arc the heroes of the ages past'/ 

Where the brave chieftains, where the mighty one*-- 
AVho flourish’d in the infancy of days? 

All tothe grave gone down. On their fallen fame 
Exultant, mocking at the pride of man. 

Sits grim For yet fulness . — The warrior’s ann 
Lies nerveless on the pillow of its shame; ■* 

Hush’d is his stormy voice, and quench’d the*blaze 
Of his red eye-ball. — Yesterday his name 
Was mighty on the earth — To-day — ’tis what? 

The meteor of the night of distant years. 

That flash’d unnoticed, save by wrinkled old, 

Musing at midnight upon prophecies. 

Who at her lonely lattice saw the gleam 
Point to the mist-poised shroud, then quietly 
Closed her pale lips, andlock’d the secret up 
Safe in the charnel’s treasures. 

O how weak 

la mortal man! how trifling — how confined 
His scope of vision! Puff’d with confidence. 

His phrase grows big with immortality, 

Aud lie, poor insect of a summer’s day ! 

Dreams of eternal honours to his name; 

Of endless glory and perennial bays. 

He idly reasons of eternity, 

* Alluding to the first astronomical observations made by tlic 
Chaldean shepherds. : < t 
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As of the train of ages, — when, alas ! 

Ten thousand thousand of his centuries 

Are, in comparison , a little point 

Too trivial for accompt. — O, it is strange, 

’Tis passing strange, to mark his fallacies ; 

Behold him proudly view some pompous pile. 
Whose high dome swells to emulate the skies. 

And smile, and say, My name shall live with this 
Till Time shall be no more ; while at his feet, 

Yea, at his very feet, the crumbling dust 
Of the fallen fabric of the other day 
Preaches the solemn lesson. — He should k now 
That Timqjmist conquer ; that the loudest blast 
That ever fill’d Renown’s obstreperous trump 
Fades in the lapse of ages, and expires. 

Who lies inhumed in the terrific gloom 

Of the gigantic pyramid ? or who 

Rear’d its huge walls? Oblivion laughs, and says., 

The prey is mine.— ‘They sleep, and never more 

Their names shall strike upon the ear of man ; — 

Their memory bursts its fetters. 

« Where ia Rome? 

She lives but in the tale of other time/; 

Her proud pavilions are the hermit’s home, 

And her long colonnades, her public walks. 

Now faintly echo to the pilgrim’s feet, 

Who comes to muse in solitude, and trace, 

Through the rank moss reveal’d, her honour’d dust. 
But not to Rome alone lias fate confined 
The doom of ruin ; cities numberless, 

Tyre, Sidon, Carthage, Babylon, and Troy, 

And rich Phoenicia — they are blotted out. 
Half-razed from memory, and their very name 
And being in dispute. — Has Athens fallen? 

Is polish’d Greece become the savage seat 
Of ignorance and sloth ? and shall we dare 


And empire seeks another hemisphere. 

Where now is Britain ? — Where her laurell'd names, 
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Her palace? and halls; Dash’d in the dust. 

Some second Vandal hath reduced her pride, 

And with one big recoil hath thrown her back 

To primitive barbarity. Again, 

Through her depopulated vales, the scream 
Of bloody Superstition hollow rings, 

And the scared native to the tempest bowls 
The yell of deprecation. O’er her marts, 

Her crowded ports, broods Silence; and the cry 
Of the low curlew, and the pensive dash 
Of distant billows, breaks alone the void. 

Even as the savage sits upon tho stone 
That marks where stood her capitols, and hear? 

The bittern booming in the weeds, he shrinks 
From the dismaying solitude. — Her bards 
Sing in a language that hath perished; 

And their wild harps suspended o’er their grave.-. , 
Sigh to the desert winds a dying strain. 

Meanwhile the Arts, in second infancy. 

Rise in some distant clime, and then, perchance. 
Some bold adventurer, fill’d with golden dreams, 
Steering his bark through trackless solitudes, 

Where, to hi s*wan dering thoughts, no darirfg prow 
Hath ever plough'd before, —espies the cliffs 
Of fallen Albion. — To the land unknown 
He journeys joyful ; and perhaps descries 
Some vestige of her ancient stateliness : 

Then he, with vain conjecture fills his mind 
Of the unheard-of race, which had arrived 
At science in that solitary nook. 

Far from the civil world ; and sagely sighs. 

And moralizes on the state of man. 

Still on its march, unnoticed and unfelt. 

Moves on our being. We do live and breathe, 

And we are gone. The spoiler heeds us not. * 

We have our spring-time and our rottenness ; 

And as we fall another race succeeds. 

To perish likewise. — Meanwhile Nature smiles — 
The seasons run their round — The Sun fulfils 
His annual course— and heaven and earth remain 
Still changing, yet unchanged — still doom'd to feel 
Endless mutation in perpetual rest. 
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Where are conceal'd the day* which have elapsed? 
Hid in the mighty cavern of the prist. 

They rise upon us only to appal, 

By indistinct and half-glimpsed images. 

Misty, gigantic, huge, obscure, remote. 

Oh, it is fearful, on the midnight couch, 

When the rude rushing winds forget to rave, 

And the pale moon, that through the casement high 
Surveys the sleepless muser, stamps the hour 
Of utter silence ; it is fearful then 
To steer the mind, in deadly solitude. 

Up the vague stream of probability ; 

To wind the mighty secrets of the past, 

And turn the key of Time ! Oh ! who can strive 
To comprehend the vast, the awful truth, 

Of the eternity that hath gone hy. 

And not recoil from the dismaying sense 
Of human impotence? The life of man 
Is summ'd in birth-days and in sepulchres : 

But the Eternal God had no beginning; 

He hath no end. Time had been with him 
For everlasting , ore the daedal world 
llose from the gulf in loveliness. — Likc^iim 
It knew no source; like him ’twas uncreate. 

What is it then ? the past Eternity ! 

We comprehend a future without end. 

We feel it possible that even yon sun 
May roll for ever : but we shrink amazed — 

We stand aghast, when fre rcilect that Time 
Knew no commencement. That heap age oq, age, 
And million upon million, without end. 

And we shall never span the void of days 
That were, and are not hut in^etrospect. 

The Fast is an unfathomable depth, 

Beyond th^ span of thought; ’tis an elapse 
Whiqh hath no mensuration, bat hath been 
For ever and for ever. 

Change of days 

To us is sensible; and each revolve 
Of the recording sun conducts us on 
Farther in life, and nearer to our goal. 

Not so with Timo, — mysterious chronicler! 
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He knoweth not mutation ; — centuries 
Are to his being as a day, and days 
As centuries. — Time past, and Time to come. 

Are always equal ; when the world began 
God had existed from eternity. 

# * « # 

Now look, on man 

Myriads of ages hence. — Hath time elapsed? 

Is he not standing in the self-same place 
Where once we stood? —The same eternity 
Hath gone before him, and is yet to come ; 

His past is not of longer span than ours. 

Though myriads of ages intervened ; 

For who can add to what has neither sum. 

Nor bound, nor source, nor estimate, nor end? 

Oh, who can compass the Almighty mind? ' 

Who can unlock the secret* of the High? 

In speculation of an altitude 

Sublime as this, our reason stands confess'd 

Foolish, and insignificant, and mean.; 

Who can apply the futile argument 
Of finite beings to infinity ? 

He might as*vell compress the universe 
Into the hollow compass of a gourd. 

Scoop'd out by human art; or bid the whale 
Drink up the sea it swims in.— Can the less 
Contain? the greater? or the dark obscure 
Infold the glories of meridian day ? 

What does Philosophy impart to man 
But undiscover'd wonders ?-*Let her soar 
Even to her proudest heights — to where she caught 
The soul of Newton and of Socrates, 

She but extends the scope of wild amaze 
And admiration. All her lesBons end 
In wider views of God's unfathom'd depths. 

Lo! the unlettered hind, who never knew 
To raise his mind excursive to the heights 
Of abstract contemplation, as he sits 
On the green hillock by the hedge-row side. 

What time the insect swarms are murmuring, 

And marks, in silent thought, the broken clouds 
That fringe with loveliest hues the evening sky, 

F 
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Peels in his soul tlic hand of Nature rouse 

The thrill of gratitude to him who form’d 

The goodly prospect ; he beholds the God 

Throned in the west, and his reposing car 

Hears sounds angelic in the fitful breeze 

That floats through neighbouring copse or fairy brak 

Or lingers playful on the haunted stream. 

Go with the cotter to his whiter fire , 

Where o’er tlic moors the loud blast whistles shrill. 
And the hoarse ban-dog bays the icy moon ; 

Mark with what awe he lists the wild uproar, 

Silent, and big with thought ; and hear him bless 
Tho God that rides on tho tempestuous clouds 
For his snug hearth, and all his little joys : 

Hear him compare his happier lot with his 
Who bends his way across tho wiutry wolds, 

A poor night-traveller, while the dismal snow 
Beats in his face, and, dubious of liis path. 

He stops, and thinks, in every lengthening blast, 

He hears some village mastiff's distant howl. 

And sees, far streaming, some lone cottage light; 
Then, undeceived, upturns his streaming eyes. 

And clasps his shivering hands; or, ove. power’d. 
Sinks on the frozen ground, weigh’d down with sleep, 
From which the hapless wretch shall never wake. 
Thus tho poor rustic warns his heart with praise 
And glowing gratitude, — ho turns to bless. 

With honest warmth, his Maker and liis God! 

And shall it e'er be said, that a poor hind, 

Nursed in the lap of Ignfirance, and bred 
In want and labour, glows with nobler zeal * 

To laud his Maker’s attributes ; while he 
Whom starry Science in her cradle rock’d, 

And Castaly enchasten’d with its dews. 

Closes his eyes upon the holy word, 

And, blind to all but arrogance and pride. 

Dares to declare his infidelity. 

And openly contemn the Lord of Hosts? 

What is philosophy, if it impart 
Irreverence for the Deity, or teach 
A mortal man to set his judgment up 
Against his Maker’s will? — The Folygar, 
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Who kneels to sun or moon, compared with him 
Who thus perverts the talents he enjoys. 

Is the most bless’d of men! — Oh ! I would walk 

A weary journey to the farthest verge 

Of the big woild, to kiss that good man's hand. 

Who, in the blaze of wisdom and of art, 

Preserves a lowly mind ; and to his God, 

Peeling the »cnse of his own littleness. 

Is ns a child in meek simplicity ! 

What is the pomp of learning f the parade 
Of letters and of tongues ? Even as the mists 
Of the gray morn before the rising sun. 

That p-rss away and perish. 

*■ Earthly things 

Are hut the transient pageants of an hour; 

And earthly pride is like the passing i lower. 

That springs to fail, and blossoms but to dir-. 

’Tis as tlie tower erected on a doud. 

Baseless and silly as the schoolboy's dream. 

Vges and epochs that destroy our pride, 

And then lecord its downfal, what arc they 
But the poor creatures of man’s teeming brain ! 

Hath HeavciPits ago3? or doth Heaven preserve 
Its stated eras'! Doth the Omnipotent 
Hear of to morrows or of yesterdays? 

There is to God nor future nor a past; 

Throned in liis might, all times to him are present ; 
He hath no lapse, no past, no time to corno; 

He sees before him one eternal now. 

Time moveth not! — our beinj 'tis that moves : 

And we, 'swift gliding down* life's rapid stream, 
Dream of swift ages and revolving years, 

OidainM to chrouicle our passing days; 

So the young sailor in the gallant bark, 

Scudding before the wind, beholds the coast 
’Receding from liis eyes, and thinks the while. 

Struck with amaze, that he is motionless, 

And that the land is sailing. 

Such, alas! 

Are the illusions of this Proteus life ; 

All, all is false: through every pbasis still 
'Tis shadowy and deceitful. It assumes 
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The semblances of things and specious shapes ; 

But the lost traveller might as soon rely 

On the evasive spirit of the marsh 

Whose lantern beams, nud vanishes, and flits. 

O’er bog, and rock, and pit, and hollow way. 

As we on its appearances. 

On earth 

There is nor certainty nor stable hope. 

As well the weary mariner, whoso bark 
Is toas'd beyond Cimmerian Bosphorus, 

Where Storm and Darkness hold their drear domain 
And sunbeams never penetrate, might trust 
To expectation of screner skies, 

And linger in the very jaws of death, 

Because some peevish cloud were opening. 

Or the loud storm had bated in its rage ; 

As we look forward in this vale of tears 
To permanent delight — from some slight glimpse 
Of shadowy unsubstantial happiness. 

The good man’s hope is laid far, far beyond 
The sway of tempests, or the furious sweep 
Of mortal desolation.— He beholds. 

Unapprehensive, the gigantic stride r> 

Of rampant Ruin, or the Unstable waves 
Of dark Vicissitude, — Even in death, 

In that dread hour, when with a giant pang, 
Tearing the tender fibres of the heart. 

The immortal spirit struggles to be free, 

Then, even then, that hope forsakes him not. 

For it exists beyond the narrow verge 
Of the cold sepulchre. — The petty joys 
Of fleeting life indignantly it spurn’d. 

And rested on the bosom of its God. 

This is man’s only reasonable hope ; 

And ’tis a hope which, cherish’d in the breast. 

Shall not be disappointed. — Even he, 

The koly One — Almighty — who elanced 
The rolling world along its airy way, 

Even He will deign to smile upon the good, 

And welcome him to those celestial seats. 

Where joy and gladness bold their changeless reign. 
Thou, proud man, look upon yon starry vault, 
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Survey the countless gems which richly stud. 

The Night's imperial chariot; — Telescopes 
Will shew thee myriads more innuraerous 
Than the sea sand; — each of those little lamps 
Is the great source of light, the ccntraL sun 
Round which some other mighty sisterhood 
Of planets travel, every planet stock’d 
With living beings impotent as thee. 

Now, proud man ! now, where is thy greatness fled ? 
What art thou in the scale of universe? 

Lfcss, less than nothing ! — Yet of thee the God 
Who built this wondrous frame of worlds is careful. 
As well as of the mendicant who begs 
The leavings of thy table. And shalt thou 
Lift up thy thankless spirit, and contemn 
His heavenly providence ! Deluded fool. 

Even now the thunderbolt is wing’d with death, 
Even now thou totterest on the brink of hell. 

How insignificant is mortal man. 

Round to the hasty pinions of an hour ; 

How poor, how trivial in the vast conceit 
Of infinite duration, boundless space! • 

God of the Universe ! Almighty one I * 

Thou who dost walk upon The winged winds. 

Or with the storm, thy rugged charioteer. 

Swift and impetuous as the northern blast, 

Ridest from pole to pole ; Thou who dost hold 
The forked lightnings in thine awful grasp. 

And reinest in the earthquake, when thy wrath 
(Joes down towards erring man, 1 would address 
To Thee my parting paean ; for of Thee, 

Great beyond comprehension, who thyself 
Art Time and Space, sublime Infinitude, 

Of Thee has been my song— With awe I kneel 
Trembling before the footstool of thy state. 

My God! my Father 1— I will sing to Thee 
A hymn of laud, a solemn canticle J 

Ere on the cypress wreath, which overshades 
The throne of Death, I hang my mournful lyre, 

And give its wild strings to the desert gale. 

Rise, son of Salem I rise, and join the strain, 

Sweep to accordant tones tby tuneful harp,* 
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And leaving vain laments, arouse thy soul 
To exultation. Sing liosanna, sing, 

And hallelujah, for the Lord is grout 
And full of mercy 1 lie lias thought of man ; 

Yea, compass’d round with countless worlds, ha.* 
Of we poor worms, that batten in the dews [thought 
Of morn, and perish ere the noon-day sun. 

Sing to the Lord, for lio is merciful: 

He gave the Nubian lion but to live, 

To rage its hour, and perish ; but on man 
Ho lavish’d immortality, and heaven. 

The eagle falls from her aerial tower. 

And mingles with irrevocable dust : 

Rut man from death springs joyful. 

Springs up to life and to eternity. 
t)h, that, insensate of the favouring boon, 

The great exclusive privilege bestow’d 
On us unworthy trilles,men should dare 
To treat with slight regard the proffer'd heaven, 

And urge the leuient, but All-Just, to swear 
In wrath, * They shall not enter in my rest !* 

Might I address the supplicativc strain 
To thy high* footstool, 1 would pray that thou 
Wouldst pity the deluded wanderers, 

And fold them, ere they perish, in thy flock. 

Yea, 1 would bid thee pity them, through Him, 

Thy well-bclovcd, who, upon the cross. 

Hied a dead sacrifice for human sin, 

And paid, with bitter agony, the debt 
Of primitive transgressiort. 

Oh ! I shrink. 

My very soul doth shrink, when I reflect 
That the time hastens, when in vengeance clothed. 
Thou bhalt come down to stamp the seal of fate 
On erring mortal man. Thy chariot wheels 
Then shall rebound to earth’s remotest caves. 

And stLrmy Ocean from his bed, shall start 
At the appalling summons. Oh I how dread. 

On the dark eye of miserable man, 

Chasing his sins in secrecy and gloom, 

Will burst th’ effulgence of tho opening Heaven ; 
When to the brazen trumpet’s deafening roar. 
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Thou and thy dazzling cohorts shall descend, 
Proclaiming the fulfilment of the word ! 

The dead shall start astonished from tTieir sleep ! 

The sepulchres shall groan and yield their prey. 

The hellowing floods shall disembogue their charge 
Of human victims. — From the farthest nook 
Of the wide world shall troop their risen souls, 

From him whose hones are bleaching in the waste 
Of polar solitudes, or him whose corse. 

Whelm’d in the loud Atlantic's vexed tides, 

Is wash’d on some Carribean prominence. 

To the lone tenant of some secret cell 
In the Pacific’s vast * * * realm, 

Where never plummet’s sound was heard to part 
The wilderness of water; they shall come 
To greet the solemn advent of the Judge. 

Thou first shall summon the elected saints. 

To then apportion'd heaven ! and thy Son, 

At thy right hand, shall smile with conscious joy 
Oil all liis past distresses, when for them 
lie bore humanity’s severest pangs. 

Then hlialt thou seize tli’ avenging scimitar. 

And, with a i%ar as loud and horrible * 

As the stern earthquake’s monitory voice. 

The wicked shall be driven to their abode, 

Down the immitigable gulf, to wail 
And gnash their teeth in endless agony. 

* * # * 

Rear thou aloft thy standard. — Spirit, rear 
Thy flagon high! — Invincibfe, and throned 
In unparticipatcd might, llehold 
Earth’s proudest boasts, beneath thy silent sway, 
Sweep headlong to destruction ; thou the while, 
Unmoved and heedless, thou dost hear the rush 
Of mighty generations as they pass 
To the broad gulf of ruin, and dost stamp 
Thy signet on them, and they rise no more. 

Who shall contend with Time — unvanquish’d Time, 
The conqueror of conquerors, and lord 
Of desolation 1 — Lo ! the shadows fly, 

The hours and days, and years and centuries, 

They fly, they fly, and nations rise and fall;’ 
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The young are old, the old are in their graves. 
Heard'st thou that shout? It rent the vaulted skies; 
It was the voice of people, — mighty crowds, — 

Again ! 'tis hush'd — Time speaks, and all is hush'd ; 
In the vast multitude now reigns alone 
Unruffled solitude. They all arc still; 

All — yea, the whole — the incalculable mass. 

Still as the ground that clasps their cold remains. ~ 
Rear thou aloft thy standard. — Spirit, rear 
Thy flag on high ! and glory in thy strength. 

But do thou know the season yet shall come, 

When from its base thine adamantine throne 
Shall tumble ; when thine arm Bhali cease to strike. 
Thy voice forget its petrifying power ; 

When saints shall shout, and Time shall be no more. 
Yea, he doth come — the mighty champion comes, 
Whose potent spear shall give thee thy death-wound. 
Shall crush the conqueror of conquerors. 

And desolate stern Desolation’s lord. 

Lo! where he cometh! the Messiah conies! 

The King ! the Comforter 1 the Christ ! — He comes 
To burst the bonds of death, and overturn 
The power of Time. — Hark ! the trumpbt’s blast 
Rings o’er the heavens ! "They rise, the myriads rise — 
Even from their graves they spring, and burst the 
chains 

Of torpor — He has ransom'd them, * * • 

Forgotten generations live again. 

Assume the bodily shapes they own’d of old, 

Beyond the flood:— the righteous of their times 
Embrace and weep, they weep the tears of joy. 

The sainted mother wakes, and in her lap 
Clasps her dear babe, the partner of her grave. 

And heritor with her of heaven,— a flower 
Wash'd by the blood of Jesus from the stain 
Of i^tive guilt, even in its early bud. 

And, hark ! those strains, how solemnly serepe 
They fall, as from the skies — at distance fall — 

Again more loud — The hallelujahs swell; 

The newly-risen catch the joyful sound; 

They glow, they burn; and now with one accord 
Bursts forth sublime from every mouth the song 
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Ot praise to Cod on high, and to the Lamb 
Who bled for mortals. 

* * * % * 

Yet there is peace for man. — Yea, there is peace 
Even in this noisy, this unsettled scene ; 

When from the crowd, and from the city far, 

Haply he may be set (in his late walk 
O’ertaken with deep thought) beneath the bough* 

Of honeysuckle, w hen the sun is gone, 

And with fix’d eye, and wistful, he surveys 
The solemn shadows of the heavens sail. 

And thinks the season yet shall come, when Time 
Will waft him to repose, to deep repose, 

Far from the unquietness of life — from noise 
And tumult far — beyond the Hying clouds. 

Beyond the stars, and all this passing scene. 

Where change shall cease, and Time shall be no mov* . 


CHILDHOOD: A POEM. 

rtiJs appears to bp one of iliu Audior’s earliest production; 
w rotten when about the age ol fourteth^ 

PART I. 

Pictured in memory’s mellowing glass how sweet 
Our infant days, our infant joys to greet; 

To roam in fancy in each cherish’d scene. 

The village churchyard, and the village green. 

The woodland walk remote, the greenwood glade, 
The mossy seat beneath the Hawthorn’s shade. 

The white-wasli’d cottage, where the woodbine grew. 
And all the favourite haunt) our childhood knew l 
How sweet, while all the evil shuns the gaze, 

To view th* unclouded skies of former days ! 1 o 

Beloved age of innocence and smiles. 

When each wing’d hour sotae new delight beguiles. 
When the gay heart, to life’s sweet day-spring true. 
Still finds some insect pleasure to pursue. 

Bless’d Childhood, hail! — Thee simply will I sing, 15 
And from myself the artless picture bring; 

’I'hese long-lost scenes to me the past restore. 

Each humble friend, each pleasure now no mere. 

F 2 
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And every stump familiar to ray sight 
Recals some fond idea of delight. 

This shrubby knoll was once my favourite seat; 
Here did I love at evening to retreat. 

And muse alone, till in the vault of night, 

Hesper, aspiring, shew'd his golden light. 

Here once again, remote from human noise, 

I sit me down to think of former joys ; 

Pause on each scene, each treasured scene, once moi 
And once again each infant walk explore. 

While as each grove and lawn I recognise. 

My invited soul suffuses in my eyes. 3 

And oh ! thou power, whose myriad trains resort 
To distant scenes, and picture them to thought; 
Whose mirror, held unto the noumcr’a eye, 

Flings to his soul a borrow’d gleam of joy ; 

Bless’d Memory, guide, with huger nicely true, a 
Back to my youth my retrospective view ; 

Recal with faithful vigour to my mind. 

Each face familiar, each relation kind ; 

And all the finer traits of them afford. 

Whose general outline in my heart is stored. 4 <j 
I n yom.er cot, along whose mouldering walls 
In many a fold the mantling woodbine falls. 

The village matron kept her little school. 

Gentle of heart, yet knowing well to rule ; 

Staid was the dame, and modest was her mien; 45 
Her garb was coarse, yet whole, and nicely clean : 
Her neatly border’d cap, as lily fair, 

Beneath her chin was pian’d with decent care ; 

And pendent ruffles, of the whitest lawn. 

Of ancient make, her elbows did adorn. 50 

Faint with old age, and dim were grown her eyes, 

A pair of spectacles their want supplies ; 

These does she guard secure in leathern case. 

From thoughtless wights, in some unweeted place. 

Heve first I enter’d, though with toil and pain, 55 
The low vestibule of learning’s fane : 

Enter’d with pain, yet soon 1 found the way. 

Though sometimes toilsome, many a sweet display. 
Much did I grieve, on that ill-fated morn, 

While I was first to school reluctant borne ; 00 
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Severe I thought the dame, though oft she try'd 
To soothe my swelling spirits when I sigh’d; 

And oft, when harshly she reproved, I wept. 

To my lone corner broken-hearted crept. 

And thought of tender home, where anger never 65 
kept. 

But soon inured to alphabetic toils, 

Alert I met the dame with jocund smiles; 

First at the form, my task for ever true, 

A little favourite rapidl y 1 grew : 

And oft she stroked my head with fond delight, 70 
Held me a pattern to the dunce’s sight; 

And as she gave iny diligence its praise. 

Talk'd of the honours of my future days. 

Oh ! had the venerable matron thought 
Of all the ills by talent often brought ; 75 

Gould she have seen me when revolving years 
Had brought me deeper in the vale of tears; 

Then had she wept, and wish'd my wayward fate 
Had been a lowlier, an unletter’d state ; 

Wish'd that, remote from worldly woes and strife, 80 
Unknown, unheard, I might have pass'd through life. 

Where, in the busy scene, by peace unbless'd, 

Shall the poor wanderer find a place of rest? 

A lonely mariner on the stormy main, 

Without a hope the calms of peace to gain ; 85 

Long toss’ll by tempest o’er the world’s wide shore. 
When shall his spirit rest to toil no more? 

Not till the light foam of tljp sea shall lave 
The sandy surface of his unwept grave. 

Childhood, to thee 1 turn, from life's alarms, 90 
Serenest season of perpetual calms, — 

Turn with delight, and bid the passions cease. 

And joy to think with thee I tasted peace. 

Sweet reign of innocence, when no crime defiles, 

But each new object brings attendant smiles ; ; , 95 

When" future evils never haunt the sight, 

But all is pregnant with unmix’d delight; 

To thee I turn, from riot and from noise, 

Turn to partake of more congenial joys. 

’Neath yonder elm, that stands upon the moor, 100 
When the clock spoke the hour of labour o'er, 
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V/ 1 1 at clamorous throngs , what happy groups were scm 
In various postures scattering o'er the green! 

Some shoot the marble, others join the chase 
Of self-made stag, or run the emulous race ; 1 

While others, seated on the dappled grass, 

With doleful tales the light- wing'd minutes pass. 

Well 1 remember lic-w, with gesture starch'd, 

A hand of soldiers oft with pride we march'd; 

For banners, to a tall ash we did bind ] 1 

Our handkerchiefs, Happing to the whistling wind ; 
And for our warlike arms we sought the mead. 

And guns and spears we made of brittle reed ; 

Then, in uncouth array, our feats to crown. 

We storm’d some ruin’d pig-sty for a town. 11 .‘ 
Pleas'd with our gay disports, the dame was wont 
To set her wheel before the cottage front. 

And o’er her spectacles would often peer. 

To view our gambols, and our bojish geer. 

Still as she look’d, her wheel kept turning round, 1*20 
With its beloved monotony of sound. 

When tir’d with play, we'd set us by her side 
(For out of sr.hool she never knew to chide) — 

And wondtfr at her skill— well known t fame — 

For who could match in spinning with the dame? 125 
Her sheets, her linen, which she sliew’d with pride 
To strangers, still her thriftness testified ; 

Though we poor wights did wonder much in troth. 
How ’twas her spinning manufactured cloth. 

Oft would we leave, though well-beloved, our play. 
To chat at home the vacant hour away. 131 

Many's the time I’ve scamper’d down the glade, 

To ask the promised iitty from the maid, 

Which well she loved, as well she knew to sing. 
While we around her formed a little ring: 135 

She told of innocence foredoom’d to bleed. 

Of wicked guardians bent on bloody deed, 

Or lithe children murder’d as they slept; 

While at each pause we wrung our hands and wept. 
Sad was such tale, and wonder much did we, 140 
Such hearts of stone there in the world could be. 
Poor simple wights, ah ! little did we ween 
The ills that wait on man in life’s sad scene ! 
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Ah, little thought that, we ourselves should know. 
This world's a world of weeping and of woe! 145 
Beloved moment! then ’twas first I caught 
The first foundation of romantic thought; 

Thou hist 1 slied bold Fancy's thrilling tear, 

Then first that poesy charm’d mine infant ear. 

Soou ■-’torn! with much of legendary lore, 150 

The sports of childhood charm’d my soul no more. 

Far front the scene of gaiety and noise. 

Far, far from turbulent and empty joys, 

I hied me to the thick o’er-arcliiug shade. 

And there, on mossy carpet, listless laid, 155 

While at my feet the rippling runnel ran, 

The days of wild romance antique I’d scan ; 

Soar on the wings of Fancy through the air, 

To realms of light, anil pierce the radiance there. 159 
* * * * 

PART 11. 

This re are, who think that childhood does not share 
With age the cup, the bitter cup of care: 

Alas! they know not this unhappy truth. 

That every aue, and rank, is born to rutls. 

From the m-fit dawn of reason in the nuUd, 5 

Man is foredoom’d the thorns of grief to find; 

At every step has farther cause to know. 

The draught of pleasure still is dash’d with woe. 


Yet in the youthful breast, for ever caught 
With some new object for romantic thought, 10 
Th* impression of the moment quickly flies. 

And with the morrow every sorrow dies. 

How different manhood! — then docs Thought’s con- 
Sink every pang still deeper in the soul ; [trol 

Then keen Affliction’s sad unceasing smart 15 

Becomes a painful resident in the heart; 

And Care, whom not the gayest can out-brave. 
Pursues its feeble victim to the grave. p 

Then, as each long-known friend is summoned hence, 
We feel a void no joy can recompense, 20 

And as we weep o’er every new-made tomb. 


Wish that ourselves the ne*t may meet our doom. 

Yes, Childhood, thee no rankling woes pursue. 
No forms of future ill Balute thy view, * 
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No pangs repentant bid thee wake to weep, 

But halcyon peace protects thy downy sleep, 

And sanguine Hope, through every storm of life. 
Shoots her bright beams, and calms th’ internal strife. 
Yet e’en round childhood's heart, a thoughtless shrine. 
Affection's little thread will ever twine ; 30 

And though but frail may seem each tender tie, 

The soul foregoes them but with many a sigh* 

Thus, when the long-expected moment came, 

When forced to leave the gentle-hearted dame. 
Reluctant throbbings rise within ray breast, 35 

And a still tear my silent grief express'd. 

When to tlie public school compcll’d to go. 

What novel scenes did on my senses flow I 
There in each breast each active power dilates. 

Which broils whole nations, and convulses states ; 
There reign by turns alternate, love and hate, 41 
Ambition burns, and factious rebels prate; 

And in a smaller range, a smaller sphere. 

The dark deformities of man appear. 

Yet there the gentler virtues kindred claim, 45 
There Friendship lights her pme untainted dame, 
There mihf Benevolence delights to dwell. 

And sweet Contentment rests without her cell; 

And there, 'mid many a stormy soul, wo find 
The good of heart, the intelligent of mind. 50 

'Twas there, O George! with thee 1 learn'd to join 
In Friendship’s bands — in amity divine.^ 

Oh, mournful thought !— Where is thy /spirit now? 

As here I sit on favourite Logar’s brow, 

And trace below each well-remember’d glade, 55 
Where, arm in arm, erewhile with thee I stray'd. 
Where art thou laid? On what untrodden shore. 
Where nought is beard save ocean’s sullen roar. 

Dost thou, in lowly, unlamented state, 

At lasf; repose from all the storms of fate ? 00 

Methinks I see thee struggling with the wave, 
Without one aiding hand stretch’d out to save ; 

See thee convulsed, thy looks to heaven bend. 

And send thy parting sigh nnto thy friend; 

Or where immeasurable wilds dismay, 65 

Forlorn hud sad thou bend’st thy weary way, 
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While sorrow and disease with anguish, rife, 

Consume apace the ebbing springs of life. 

Again I sec his door against thee shut, 

The unfeeling native turn thee from his hut; 70 
I see thee spent with toil, and worn with grief. 

Sit on the grass, and wish the long'd relief; 

Then lie thee down, the stormy struggle o'er. 

Think, on thy native land — and rise no morel 
Oh ! that thou could’st, from thine august abode. 
Survey thy friend in life’s dismaying road, 76 

That thou couldst see him at this moment here, 
Embalm thy memory with a pious tear, 

And hover ,o’ex him as he gazes round. 

Where all the scenes of infant joys surround. 80 
Yes! yes! his spirit’s near f — The whispering breeze 
Conveys his voice sad sighing on the trees ; 

And lo! his form transparent I perceive. 

Borne on the gray mist of the sullen eve : ' 

He hovers near, clad in the night’s dim robe, 65 
While deathly silence reigns upon the globe. 

Yet, ali! whence comes this visionary scene? 

’Tis Fancy's wild aerial dream 1 ween; 

By her inspired, when reason takes its flight. 

What fond illusions beam upon the sight ! 00 

She waves her hand, and lo ! what forms appear ! 
What magic sounds salute the wondering ear! 

Once more o’er distant regions do we tread. 

And the cold grave yields up its cherish’d dead : 
While present sorrow 's banish’d far away, 05 

Unclouded azure gilds the p’.acid day. 

Or in the future’s cloud-encircled face 
Fair scenes of bliss to come we fondly trace, 

Aud draw minutely ev#»ry littlo wile. 

Which shall the feathery hours of time beguile. 100 
So when forlorn, and lonesome at her gate. 

The Royal Mary solitary sate. 

And view’d the moonbeam trembling on the wd.’e, 
And heard the hollow surge her prison lave, 

Towards France’s distant coast she bent her sight, 105 
For there her soul had wing’d its longing flight ; 

There did she form full many a scheme of joy. 
Visions of bliss unclouded with alloy, 
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Which bright through Hope’s deceitful optica beam’d, 
And all became the surety which it seem’d; 110 
She wept, yet felt, while all within was calm, 

In every tear a melancholy charm. 

To yonder hill, whose sides, deform’d and steep, 
Just yield a scanty sust’nance to the sheep. 

With thee, my friend, 1 oftentimes have sped, 115 
To see the sun rise from his healthy bed ; 

To watch the aspect of the summer morn. 

Smiling upon the golden fields of corn, 

Aud taste delighted of superior joys. 

Beheld through Sympathy’s eufchanted eyes: 120 

With silent admiration oft wo view’d 
The myriad hues o'er heaven’s blue concave strew’d ; 
The fleecy clouds, of every tint and Bhade, 

Round which the silvery sun -beam glancing play’d, 
And the Tound orb itself, in azure throne, 125 

Just peeping o'er the blue hills ridgy zone ; 

Wc mark’d delighted, how, with aspect gay, 

Reviving Nature hail’d returning day; 

Mark'd how the flowerets rear’d their drooping head.*. 
And the wilij lambkins bounded o’er the meads, 130 
While froi* each tree, in tones of sweet falight. 

The birds sung preans to the source of light : 

Oft have we watch’d the speckled lark arise. 

Leave his grass bed, and soar to kindred skies, 

And rise, and rise, till the pain’d sight no more 135 
Could trace him in his high aerial tour ; 

Though on the ear, at intervals, his song 
Came wafted slow the wafty breeze along ; 

And we have thought how happy were our lot, 
Bless’d with, some sweet, some solitary cot, 140 

Where, from the peep of day, till russet eve 
Began in every dell her forms to' weave. 

We might pursue our sports from day to day. 

And in each other’s arms wear life away. 

At s&try noon too, when our toils were done, 145 
We to the gloomy glen were wont to run ; 

There on the turf we lay, while at our foet 
The cooling rivulet rippled softly sweet : 

And mnsed on holy theme, and ancient lore. 

Of deeds* and days, and heroes now no more ; 150 
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Heard, as his solemn harp Isaiah swept, 

Sung woe unto the wickod land — and wept; 

Or, fancy-led — saw Jeremiah mourn 
In solemn sorrow o'er Judea’s urn. 

Then to another shore perhaps would rove, 155 

With Plato talk in his llyssian grove ; 

Or, wandering where the Thespian palace rose, 

Weep once again o’er fair Jocosta’s woes. 

Sweet then to us was that romantic band. 

The ancient legends of our native land — 100 

Chivalric Britomart, and Una fair. 

And courteous Constance, doom’d to dark despair. 

By turns our thoughts engaged; and oft we talk'd ' 
Of times when monarch Superstition stalk'd, 

And when the blood-fraught galliots of Rome 105 
Brought the grand Druid fabric to its doom ; 

While, where the wood-hung Meinai's waters flow, 
The hoary harpers pourM the strain of woe. 

While thus employ’d, to us how sad the bell 
Which summon’d us to school ! Twas Fancy's knell. 
And, sadly sounding on the sullen ear, 171 

It spoke of study pale, and chilling fear. • 

Yet even thell, (for oh I what chains can bftid, 

What powers control, the energies of mind!) 

Even then we soar’d to many a height sublime, 175 
And many a day-dream charm'd the lazy time. 

At evening, too, how pleasing was our walk. 
Endear'd by Friendship’s unrestrained talk. 

When to the upland height^ we bent our way. 

To view the last beam of departing day ; 180 

How calm was all around I no playful breeze 
Sigh’d ’mid the wavy foliage of the trees. 

But all was still, save when, with drowsy song. 

The gray-fly wound his sullen horn along; 

And save when, heard in soft, yet merry glee, 185 
The distant church-bells’ mellow harmony ; 

The pilver mirror of the lucid brook, 

That 'mid the tufted broom its still course took; 

The rugged arch, that clasp’d its silent tides. 

With moss and rank weeds hanging down its sides : 
The craggy rock, that jutted on the sight ; 191 

The shrieking bat, that took its heavy flighty 
All, all was pregnant with divine delight. 
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Wc loved to watch the swallow swimming high 
In the bright azure of the vaulted sky; 103 

Or gaze upon the clouds, whose colour'd pride 
Was scatter’d thinly o'er the welkin wide. 

And tinged with such variety of shade, 

To the charm'd soul sublimest thoughts conven'd. 

In these wliat forms romantic did we trace, 200 
While Fancy led us o'er the realms of space ! 

Now we espied the Thunderer in his car, 

Leading the embattled seraphim to war, 

Then stately towers descried, sublimely high, 

In Gothic grandeur frowning on the sky — 205 

Or saw, wide stretching o’er the azure height, 

A ridge of glaciers in mural white. 

Hugely terrific. — But those times are o’er. 

And the fond scene erfn charm mine eyes no more ; 
For thou art gone, and 1 am left below, 210 

Alone to struggle through this world of woe. 

The scene is o’er— still seasons onward roll. 

And each revolve conducts me toward the goal; 

Yet all is blank, without one soft relief. 

One endless' continuity of grief; 215 

And the trted soul, now led to thought^feublimc, 
Jjooks but for rest beyond the bounds of time. 

Toil on, toil on, ye busy crowds, that pant 
For hoards of wealth which ye will never want 
And, lost to all but gain, with case resign 220 

The calms of peace and happiness divine I 
Far other cares be mine — Men little crave 
In this short journey to tYie silent grave; 

Aud the poor peasant, bless’d with peace and 
health, 

I envy more than Croesus with his wealth. 225 

Yet grieve not I, that Fate did not decree 
Paternal acres to await on me; 

She f^ave me more, she placed within my breast 
A hea'rt with little pleased— with little blessM : , 

I look around me, where, on every side 230 

Extensive manors spread in wealthy pride ; 

And could my sight be borne to either zone, 

I should not find one foot of land my own. 

But whither do l wander? shall the muse, 

For golden baits, her simple theme refuse ? 


235 
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Oh, no ! but while the weary spirit greets 
The fading scenes of childhood's far-gone sweets, 

It catches all the infant's wandering tongue. 

And prattles on in desultory song. 

That song must close— the gloomy mists of night 910 
Obscure the pale stars’ visionary light, 

And ebon darkness, clad in vapoury wet, 

Steals on the welkin in primeval jet. 

The song must close. — Once more my adverse lot 
Leads me reluctant from this cherish’d spot; 215 
Again compels to plunge in busy life, 

And brave the hateful turbulence of strife. 

Scenes of ray youth — ere my unwilling feet 
Are turn’d for ever from this lov’d retreat. 

Ere on these fields, with plenty cover’d o’er, 250 
My eyes arc closed to ope on theifi no more ; 

Let me ejaculate, to feeling duo. 

One long, ouo last affectionate adieu. 

Grant that, if ever Providence should please 
To give me an old age of peace and ease, 255 

Grant that, in these sequester’d shades, my days 
May wear away in gradual decays ; 

And oh ! ye sjiftrita, who unbodied play 
Unseen upon the pinions of the day. 

Kind genii of my native fields benign, 2t>t) 

Who were * * * 

!■ HA GHENT OF AN ECCENTRIC DRAMA, WRITTEN AT 
A VERY EARLY AOE. 

THE DANCE OF THE CONSUMPTIVES. 

Ding. dong ! ding-dong! 

Merry, merry, go the bells, 

Ding-dong! ding-dong! 

Over the heath/ over the moor, and over the dale, 

4 Swinging slow with sullen roar,' 

Dance, dance away, the jocund roundelay! 

Ding-dong, ding-dong, calls us away. 

Round the oalt, and ronnd the helm. 

Merrily foot it o'er the ground! 

The sentry ghost it stands aloof. 

So merrily, merrily foot it round. 
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Ding-dong! ding-dong! 

Merry, merry, go the bells, 

Swelling in the nightly gale ; 

The sentry ghost. 

It keeps its post, 

And soon, and soon our sports must fail : 

But let us trip the nightly ground, 

While the merry, merry bells ring round. 

Hark! hark! the death-watch ticks! 

See, see, the winding-sheet ! 

Our dance is done. 

Our race is run. 

And we must lie at the alder's feet ! 

Ding-dong, ding-dong, 

Merry, merry go the bells. 

Swinging o'er the weltering ware! 

And we must seek 
Our death-beds bleak, 

Where the green sod grows upon the grave. 

They vanish— The Goddess qf Consumption descends, 
habited 4n a shy •blue robe , attended by mournful 
music.* K 

Come, Melancholy, sister mine. 

Cold the dews, and chill the night! 

Come from thy dreary shrine ! 

The wan moon climbs the heavenly height. 

And underneath the sickly ray 
Troops of squalid, spectres play, 

And the dying mortals’ groan 
Startles the night on her dusky throne. 

Come, come, sister mine ! 

Gliding on the pale moon-shine ; 

We'll ride at our ease. 

On the tainted breeze, 
f And oh ! our sport will be divine. 

The Goddess of Melancholy advances out of a deep 
glen in the rear, habited in black , and covered with 
a thick veil.— She speaks. 

Sister, from my dark abode, 

Where nests the raven, sits the toad, 
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Hither 1 come, at thy command: 

Sister, sister, join thy hand! 

Sister, sister, join thy hand ! 

1 will smooth the way for thee. 

Thou shalt furnish food for me. 

Come, let us speed our way 
Where the troops of spectres play, 

To charnel-houses, church-yards drear. 
Where Death sits with a horrible leer, 

A lasting grin on a throne of bones, 

And skim along the blue tomb-stones. 

Come, let us speed away. 

Lay our snares, and spread our tether! 

I will smooth the way for thee. 
Thou shalt furnish food for me ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave. 

Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

CONSUMPTION. 

Come, let us speed our way ( 

Join our hands, and spread our tether! 

I will furnish food for thee. 

Thou shalt smooth the way for me; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave. 

Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

MELANCHOLY. 

Hist, sister, hist! who ciftnes here? 

Oh ! 1 know her by that tear. 

By that blue eye’s languid glare, 

By her skin, and by her hair: 

She is mine. 

And she is thine, — 

Now the deadliest draught prepare. 

CONSUMPTION. 

In the dismal night air dress'd 
1 will creep into her breast; 

Flush her cheek, and bleach her skin. 
And feed on the vital fire within. 
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Lover, do not trust hoi eyes,— 

When they sparkle most she dies ! 

Mother, do not trust her breath,— 

Comfort she will breathe in death ! 

Father, do not strive to save her, — 

She is mine, and 1 must have her 1 
The coffin must be her bridal bed 
The winding-sheet must wrap her head 
The whispering winds must o’er her sigh, 

For soon in the grave the maid must lie : 

The worm it will riot 
On heavenly diet, 

When death has de&ower’d her eye. 

v [They vanish. 

lVhil% Consumption lina enters. 

’’Angelina/^. ‘ 

With* what a silent and dejected pare 
Dost thou,wan Moon ! upon thy way advance 
In the blue welkin's vault l— Pale wanderer 1 
Hast thou too, felt the pangs of hopeless love. 

That thus,. with such a melancholy graco. 

Thou dos,. pursue thy solitary course 7 
Has thy Endymion, smooth-faced boy, forsook 
Thy widow’d breast — on which the spoiler oft 
Has nestled fondly, while the silver clouds 
Fantastic pillow’d thee, and the dim night. 
Obsequious to thy will, encurtain’d round 
With its thick fringe thy couch?— Wan traveller, 
How like thy fate to mitte I— Yet I have still 
One heavenly hope retifaining, which thou lack 'at; 
My woes will soon Jte butied iu the grave 
Of kind forgetfulness: — my journey here. 

Though it be darksome, joyless, and forlorn. 

Is yet but short, and soon my weary feet 
Will greet the peaceful inn of lasting rest. 

But Vnou, unhappy Queen ! art doom’d to trace 
Thy lonely walk in the drear realms of night. 

While many a lagging age shall sweep beneath 
The leaden pinions of unshaken time 

* With how sari steps, O moon ! thou clirab’st the skies. 

How silently and with how war. a face '.—Sir P, Sidney . 
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Though not a hope shall spread its glittering hue 
To cheat thy steps along the weary way. 

O that the sum of human happiness 
Should be so trilling, and so frail withal. 

That when possess'd, it is but lessen’d grief! 

And even then there's scarce a sudden gust 
That blows across the dismal waste of life. 

But bears it from the view. — Oh l who would shun 
The hour that cuts from earth, and fear to press 
The calm and peaceful pillows of the grave, 

And yet endure tho various ills of life, 

And dark vicissitudes! — Soon, t hope, I feel, 

And am assured, that I slialklay my head. 

My weary aching head, on ifajast rest, 

And on my lowly ]^,thajtrdflS*green sod 
Will flourish swetip^.^^m/rad then they will weep 
That one so young, land what they’re pleased to call 
So beautiful, should die so soon — And tell 
How painful Disappointment's canker’d fang 
Wither'd the rose upon my maiden cheek. 

Oh foolish ones! why, I shall sleep 60 sweetly. 

Laid in my darksomo grave, that they themsclvos 
Might envy m^my rest! — And as for them,* 

Who, on the score of former intimacy. 

May thus remembrance me — they must themselves 
Successive fall. 

Around the winter firo 
(When out-a-doors the biting frost congeals. 

And shrill the skater's irons on the pool 
Ring loud, as by the moonlight he performs 
His graceful evolutions) they ne^Jong 
Shall sit and chat of older times and feats 
Of early youth, but silent, one by one. 

Shall drop into their shrouds. — Some, in their age. 
Ripe for the sickle ; others young, like me, 

And, falling green beneath the untimely stroke. 

Thus, in short time, in the churchyard forlorn. 

Where 1 shall lie, my friends will lay them down. 

And dwell with me, a happy family. 

And oh I tho\i cruel, yet beloved youth, 

Who now hast left me hopeless here to mourn, 

Do thou but shed one tear upon my corse. 
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And say that I was gentle, and deserved 

A better lover, and I shall forgive 

All, all thy wrongs; and then do thou forget 

The hapless Margaret, and be as bless’d 

As wish can make thee — Laugh, and play, and sing, 

With thy dear choiee, and never think of me. 

Yet hist, I hear a step. — In this dark wood — 


TO A FRIEND. WRITTEN AT A VERY 
EARLY AGE. 

I've read, my frlqpft, of Diocletian, 

And many other noble Grecian, 

Who wealth and palaces resigned, 

In cots the joys^of peace to find; 

Maximian’s meal of turnip-tops 
(Disgusting food to dainty chops), 

I’ve also read of, without wonder ; 

But such a curs'd egregious blunder. 

As that a man of wit and sense. 

Should leave his books to hoard up pence,— 
Fortake the loved Aonian maids. 

For all the petty tricks of trades, 

I never, either now, or long since. 

Have heard of such a piece of nonsense ; 
That one who learning's joys hath felt. 

And at the Muse’s altar knelt. 

Should leave a life of sacred leisure. 

To taste the occuntulating pleasure ; 

And metamorphosed to an alley duck. 

Grovel in loa£s of kindred muck. 

Oh I 'tto beyond my comprehension ! 

A courtier throwing up his pension, — 

A lawyer working without a fee,— 

A parson giving charity, — 

1 A truly pious methodist preacher,— 

Are not, egad, so out of nature.. 

Had nature made thee half a fool. 

But given thee wit to keep a school, 

I had not stared at thy backsliding t 
But when thy wit I can confide in. 
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When well I know thy just pretence 
To solid and exalted sense; 

When well I know that on thy head 
Philosophy her lights hath shed, 

I stand aghast ! thy Tirtues sum too. 

And wonder what this world will come to! 

Yet, whence this strain? shall I repine 
That thou alone dost singly shine? 

Shall I lament that thou alone. 

Of men of parts, hast prudence known ? 

LINES ON READING THE POEMS OF WARTON. 
AGE FOURTEEN. 

Oh, Warton'! to thy soothing shell. 

Stretch’d remote in hermit cell. 

Where the brook ruasbabbling by. 

For ever I could listening lie ; 

And catching all the Muse’s fire. 

Hold converse with the tuneful quire. . 

What pleasing themes thy page adorn. 

The ruddy streaks of cheerful morn. 

The pastoral pipe, the ode sublime, 

And Melancholy’s mournful chime! 

JEach wife unwonted graces shines 
In thy ever-lovely lines. 

Thy Muse deserves the lasting meed; 
Attuning sweet the Dorian reed. 

Now the love-lorn swain complains. 

And sings his sorrows to the plains; 

Now the Sylyan scenes appear 
Through all the changes%f the year; 

Or the elegiac strain 
Softly sings of mental pain, 

And mournful diapasons sail 
On the faintly-dying gale. 

But, ahl the soothing scene is o’erf 
On middle flight we cease to soar, 

For now the Muse assumes a bolder sweep. 

Strikes on the lyric string her sorrows deep. 

In strains unheard before. 

Now, now the rising Are thrills high, 

Now, now to heaven’s high realms wC fly, 

And every throne explore; 

G 
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The soul entranced, on mighty wings, 

With all the poet's heat, up springs, 

And loseja earthly woes; 

Till all alarm’d at the giddy height, 

The Muse descends on gentler flight, 

And lulls the wearied soul to soft repose. 

TO THE MUSE. WRITTEN AT THE AGE 
OF FOURTEEN. 

Ill-fated maid, in whose unhappy train 
Chill poverty and misery are soon. 

Anguish and discontent, the unhappy bane 
Of life, and blacken er of each brighter scene. 

Why to thy votaries dost thou give to feel 
So keenly all the scornS-^the jeers of life? 

Why not endow them, to endure the strife 

With apathy's invulnerable steel, [heal ' 

Of "self-content and ease, each torturing wound to 
AUiawho/&puld taste your self-deluding joys. 

That lufctKe Unwary to a wretched doom, 

That bid fair views and flattering hopes arise. 

Then hurl them headlong to a lasting tomb ? 

What a, the charm which leads thy rlctims on 
To persevere in paths that lead to woe? 

What can induce them in that route to go. 

In which innumerotu before have gone. 

And died in misery, poor and woe-begone. 

Yet can I ask what charms in thee are found ; 

I, who have drank from thine etheffcal rill. 

And tasted uH the pleasures that abound 
Upon Parnassus’ lured Aouita hill? 

I, through whoseaonl the Mdses' Strains aye thrill! 
OhI I do feel the speU with which I'm tied; 

And though our annals fearful stories tell, 

-How Savage languish'd, and how Otway died, 
Yetguust I persevere, let whate’er will betide. 

TO LOVE. . 

Why should I blush to' own I love? 

Tie love that rules the realms above. 

Vby should I blush to say to all, 

^•at virtue holds my heart in thrall i 
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Why should I seek the thickest shade, 

Lest Love’s dear secret be betray’d? 

Why the stem brow deceitful move, 

When I am languishing with love? 

Is it weakness thus to dwell 
On passion that I dare not tell? 

Such weakness I would ever prove — 

’Tis painful, though *tis sweet, to love. 

THE WANDERING BOY: A SONG. 

When the winter wind whistles along the wild moor. 
And the cottager shuts on the beggajr his door; 

When the chilling tear stands in my comfortless eye, 
Oh, how hard is the lot of the Wandering Bov< 

The winter is cQld, ahd I have no vest, 

And my heart it is cold as it beats in my breast; 

No father, no mother, no kindred have l, 

For I am a parentless Wandering Boy. 

Yet I had a home, and I once had a sire, 

A mother who granted each infant desire ; 

Our cottage it stood in a wood-embower’d ^ale. 
Where the ri&g-dove would warble its sorrowful tale. 

But my father and mother were summoned away. 
And they left me to hard-hearted strangers a prey; 

I fled from their rigour with many a sigh. 

And now Pm a poor little Wandering Boy. 

The wind it is keen, and the^gnow loads the gale. 

And no one will list to my innocent tale 3 
I’ll go to the grave whore my parents both lie. 

And death shall befriend the poor Wandering Boy. 

FRAGMENT. 

-The western gale. 

Mild as the kisses of connubial love, 0 

Plays round my languid limbs, as all dissolved 
Beneath the andent elm’s fantastic shade 
I lie, exhausted with the n^on-tide heat: 

While rippling o’er his deep-wom pebble bed. 

The rapid rivulet rushes pt my feet. 
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Dispensing coolness. — On the fringed marge 
Full many a floweret rears its head, — or pink. 

Or gaudy daffodil. — ’Tis here, at noon, 

The buskin'd wood-nymphs from the heat retire. 

And lave them in the fountain ; here secure 
From Pan, or savage satyr, they disport; 

Or stretchM supinely on the velvet turf. 

Lull'd by the laden bee, or sultry fly. 

Invoke the god of slumber. * * * 

♦ * * * 

And, hark ! how merrily, from distant tower. 

Ring round the village bells I now on the gale 
They rise with gradual swell, distinct and loud ; 

Anon they die upon the pensive ear. 

Melting in faintest music!— They bespeak 
A day of jubilee, and oft they bear. 

Commix’d along the unfrequented shore. 

The sound of village dance and tabor loud. 

Startling tbe musing ear of Solitude. 

Such is the jocund wake of Whitsuntide, 

When happy Superstition, gabbling eld ! 

Holds her unhurtful gambols. — All the day’ 

The rustic Revellers ply the mazy dance .. 

On the smooth-shaven green, and then at eve 
Commence the harmless rites and auguries ; 

And many a tale of ancient days goes round. 

They tell of wizard seer, whose potent spells 
Could hold in dreadful thrall the labouring moon. 

Or draw the fix’d stars from their eminence. 

And still the midnight tempest. — Then anon 
Tell of uncharaell’d Spectres, seen to glide 
Along the lone wood’s Unfrequented path. 

Startling the lighted traveller?, while the sound 
Of undistinguish'd murmurs, h^ard to come 
From the dark centre of the deep’ning glen, 

Struck oil bis frozen ear. 

$ Oh/ Ignorance ? 

Thou art fallen manifest friend f With thee he speeds 
In frigid apathy along bis way. 

And never does the tear of agony 

Bum down his scorching cheek : or the keen steel 

Of 'wounded feeling penetrate his breast. • 
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Even now, ad leaning on this fragrant bank, 

I taste of all the keener happiness 

Which sense reflneil affords — Even now, my heart 

Would fain induce me to forsake the world, 

Throw off these garments, and in the shepherd's weeds, 
With a small flock, and short suspended reed, 

To sojourn in the woodlands— Then my thought 
Draws such gay pictures of ideal bliss. 

That I could almost err in reason's spite. 

And trespass on my judgment. 

Such, is life : 

The distant prospect always seems more fair. 

And when attain’d, another still succeeds. 

Far fairer than before, — yet compass'd round 
With the same dangers, and the same dismay. 

And we poor pilgrims in this dreary maie, 

Still discontented, chase the fairy form 
Of unsubstantial Happiness, to find, 

When life itself is sinking in the strife, 

*Tis but an airy bubble and a cheat. 

ODE, 

WRITTEN" ON WIIIT-MONDAY. 

Hark! how the merry bells ring jocund round. 

And now they die upon the veering breeze; 

Anon they thunder loud 
Full on the musing eag. 

Wafted in varying cadence, by the shore 
Of the still twinkling river, they bespeak 
A day of jubilee. 

An ancient holiday. 

And, lo ! the rural revels are begun, 

And gaily echoing to the laughing sky. 

On the smooth-shaven green. 

Resounds the voice of Mirth. 

Alas I regardless of the tongue of Fate, 

That tells them ’tls hut as an hour since they 
Who now are in their grates, • 

Kept up the Whitsun dance ; 
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And that another hour, and they must fall 
Like those who went before, and sleep as still 
Beneath the silent sod, 

A cold and cheerless sleep. 

Yet wh> should thoughts like these intrude to scare 
The vagrant Happiness, when she will deign 
To smile upon us here, 

A transient visiter? 

Mortals' be gladsome while ye have the power. 

And laugh and seize the glittering lapse of joy, 

In time the bell will toll 
That warns ye to your graves. 

1 to the woodland solitude will bend 
My lonesome way— where Mirth’s obstreperous shout 
Shall not intrude to break 
The meditative hour. 

There will I ponder on the state of man, 

Jobless and sad of heait, and consecrate 
This day of jubilee 
To sad reflection’s shiine; 

And I wilFcast my fond eye far beyondc 
This world of care, to where the steeple loud 
Shall rock above the sod. 

Where I shall sleep m peace. 

canzonet. 

MudenI wrap tfc? gnantle round thee. 

Gold the rain beats on thy breast : 

Why should Horror’s voice astound thee? 

Death can bid the wretched rest! 

All under the tree 
Thy bed may be. 

And thou mayst slumber peacefully* 

Maiden » once gay Pleasure knew thee; 

Now thy cheeks are pale and deep. 

Love has been a felon to thee, 

Yet, poor maiden, do not weep* 

There’s rest for thee 
•All tinder the tree, 

thou wilt sleep most peacefully. 
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COMMENCEMENT OF A POEM ON DESPAIR. 

Some to Aonian lyres of silver sound 
With winning elegance attune their song. 

Form’d to sink lightly on the soothed sense, 

And charm the soul with softest harmony: 

’Tis then that Hope with sanguine eye is seen 
Roving through Fancy’s gay futurity; 

Her heart light dancing to the sounds of pleasure, 
Pleasure of days to come. — Memory, too, then 
Comes with her sister. Melancholy sad. 

Pensively musing on the scenes of youth, 

Scenes never to return.* 

Such subjects merit poets used to raise 
The attic verse harmonious ; but for me 
A dreadlier theme demands my backward hand. 

And bids me strike the strings of dissonance 
With frantic energy. 

’Tis wan Despair I sing ; if sing I can 
Of him before whose blast the voice of Song, 

And Mirth, ^and Hope, and Happiness al^ fly. 

Nor ever dare return- His notes are heard 
At noon of night^where on the coast of blood 
The lacerated son of Angola 
Howls forth his sufferings to the moaning wind; 

And, when the awful silence of the night 
Strikes the chill death.dew to the murderer's heart, 
He speaks in every cnnsci^ice-prompted word 
Half utter’d, half suppress'd — 

’Tis him I sing — Despair — terrific name. 

Striking unsteadily the tremulous chord 
Of timorous terror— discord in the sound : 

For to a theme revolting as is this. 

Dare not 1 woo the maids Of harmony, 

Who love to sit and catch the soothing souneb 
Of lyre ASolian, or the martial bugle, 

Calling the hero to the field of glory, 

And firing him with deeds of high emprise, 

And warlike triumph : hut from scenes like mine 

and A » the tw0 pleasing poems, the Pleasures of Hope 
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Shrink they affrighted, and detest the bard 
Who dares to sound the hollow tones of hoiror. 

Hen co, then, soft maids. 

And woo the silken zephyr in the bowers 
By Heliconian sleep inviting stream ; 

For aid like yours 1 seek not; ’tis for poweis 
Of darker hue to inspire a verse like mine » 

*Tis work for wizards, sorcerers, and fiends' 

Hither, ye torious imps of Acheron, 

Nurslings of hell, and beings shunning light. 

And all the myriads of the burning concave; 

Souls of the damned; — Hither, oh! come and join 
The infernal chorus. ’Tis Despair I sing ! 

He, whose sole tooth inflicts a deadlier pang 
Than all your tortures join’d. Sing, sing Debpair ! 
Repeat the sound and celebrate his power ; 

Unite shouts, screams, and agonizing shrieks, 

1111 the loud paean ring through hell’s high vault. 

And the remotest spirits of the deep 

Leap from the lake, and join the dreadful song. 

TO THE WIND. AT MIDNIGHT. 

» / 

Not unfamiliar to mine ear, 

Blasts of the night! ye howl, as now 
My shuddering casement loud 
With fitful force ye beat. 

Mine ear has dwelt in silent awe. 

The howling sweep, the sudden rush ; 

And when the passfhg gale 
Pour'd deep the hollow dirge — 

THE EVE OF DEATH. IRREGULAR. 

Silsncb of death — portentous calm. 

Those airy forms that yonder fly, 

Denote tjjat your void fore-runs a storm, 

That the hour of fate is nigh. 

I see, 1 see, on the dim mist borne, 

The spirit of battles rear his crest ! 

I see, I see, that ere the morn 
His spear will forsake its hated rest, [breast. 
And the widow’d wife of Larretadill * ill heather naked 
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O’er the smooth bosom of the sullen deep* 

No softly ruffling zephyrs fly, 

But nature sleeps a deathless sleep. 

For the hour of battle is nigh. 

Not a loose leaf waves on the dusky oak, 

But a creeping stillness reigns around; 

Except when the raven, with ominous croak. 

On the ear does unwelcomely sound, 

C knovn , I know what this silence means, 

I know what the raven saith — 

Strike, oh, ye bards * the melancholy harp, 

For this is the eve of death. 

Behold, how along the twilight air 
The shades of our fathers glide * 

There Morven fled, with the blood drench’d hair. 
And Colma with gray side 
No gale around its coolness flings. 

Yet sadly sigh the gloomy trees. 

And hark' how the harp’s unvisited strings 
Sound bweet, an if swept by a whispering breeze ' 
Tis done ! the sun he has set m blood' 

He will ne^pr set more to the brave , 

Let us pour to the hero the dirge of death — 

For to-morrow he hies to the grave. 

THANATOS. 

Oh ' who would cherish hfe, 

And ding unto this heavy clftg of day. 

Love this rude wortd of strife. 

Where glooms and tempests cloud the fairest day, 
And where, ’neath outward smiles 
Conceal'd, the snake lies feeding on its prey* 

'Where pit-falls lie in every flowery way. 

And sirens lore the wanderer to their wiles ( c 
nateftil it is to me, 

Its riotous railings and nvengeful strife, 

I'm tir’d with all its screams and brutal shouts 
Dinning the ear away— away— with life 1 
And welcome, oh! then silent maid, 

Who In some foggy vault art laid, 

Ofl 



130 


THE REMAINS OF 

Where never day light’s dazzling ray 
Comes to disturb thy dismal sway ; 

And there amid unwholesome damps dost 
sleep. 

In such forgetful slumbers deep* 

That all thy senses stupified. 

Are to marble petnfted. 

Sleepy death* I welcome thee t 
Sweet are thy calms to misery* 

Poppies I will ask no more. 

Nor the fatal hellebore ; 

Death is the best, the only cure. 

His are slumbers ever sure. 

Lay me in the Gothic tomb. 

In whose solemn fretted gloom 
1 may he in mouldering state. 

With all the grandeur of the great : 

Over me, magnificent. 

Carve a stately monument: 

Then thereon my statue lay. 

With hands in attitude to pray. 

And angels serve to hold my head, 

Weepdig o'er the father dead. 

Duly too, at close of day. 

Let the pealmg organ play ; 

And while th’ harmonious thunders roll. 
Chant a vesper to my sonl ; 

Thus how sweet my sleep will be. 

Shut out from thoughtful misery ! 


ATHANATOS. 

Away with death— away 
With all her sluggish sleeps and chilling damps, 
IWercous to the day, 

YhesgfpRire sinks into inanity. 

i the soul desire 
1 nothingness to orave, 
field with joy the vital fire, 
braider in the grave! 

4 Tet moral life is sad. 
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Eternal atoms molest its sullen sky; 

And sorrows ever rife 
Drain the sacred fountain dry — 

Away with mortal life ! 

But, hail the calm reality. 

The seraph Immortality I 
Hail the heavenly towers of peace 
Where all the storms of passion cease. 
While Life’s dismaying struggle o’er. 

The wearied spirit weeps no more \ 

But wears the eternal smile of joy. 

Tasting bliss without alloy. 

Welcome, welcome, happy bowers, 

Where no passing tempest lowers ; 

But the azure heavens display 
The everlasting smile of day ; 

Where the choral seraph choir. 

Strike to praise the harmonious lyre ; 

And the spirit sinks to ease. 

Lull'd by distant symphonies. 

Oh! to think oi meeting there 

The friends whose graves received oiy tear. 

The daughter lov'd, the wife adored, 

To our widow’d arms restored; 

And all the joys whioh death did sever! 

Given to us again for everl 

Who would cling to wretched life. 

And hug the poison'd thorn of strife ? 

Who would not long from earth to fly, 

A sluggish senseless lump to lie. 

When the glorious prospect lies 
Full before his raptured eyes? 


MUSIC. 

o 

Written between the Agee of Fourteen and Fifteen, 
with a few subsequent verbal Alteration*. 

M usic, all powerful o’er the human mind. 

Can still each mental storm, each tumult calm, 
Soothe anxious Care on sleepless couch reclined. 
And e'en fierce Anger’s furious rage disarm. 
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At her command the various passions lie; 

She stirs to battle, or she lulls to peace; 

Melts the charm'd soul to thrilling eestacy, 

And bids the jarring world's harsh clangour cease 
Her martial sounds can fainting troops inspire 
With strength unwonted, and enthusiasm raise , 
Infuse new ardour, and with youthful fire 
Urge on the warrior gray with length of datys. 

Far better she when with her soothing lyre 
She charms the falchion from the savage grasp. 
And melting into pity vengeful Ire, 

Looses the bloody breastplate's iron clasp. 

With her in pensive mood I long to roam. 

At midnight's hour, or evening’s calm decline, 

And thoughtful o'er the falling streamlet's foam. 

In calm Seclusion’s hermit-walks recline. 

Whilst mellow sounds from distant copse arise, 

Of softest flutes or reeds harmonic join’d. 

With rapture thrill'd each worldly passion dies. 

And ploased Attention claims the passive mind. 
Soft througa tho dell the dying strains retire. 

Then hurst majestic in the varied swell ; 

Now breathe melodious as the Grecian lyre. 

Or on the ear in sinking cadence dwell. 

Romantic sounds! such is the bliss ye give. 

That heaven's bright scenes seem bursting on the 
With joy I'd yield each sensual wish, to live [soul. 
For ei er 'neath your undefiled control. 

Oh ( surely melody from heaven was sent. 

To cheer the soul when tired with human stnfe, 

To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent. 

And soften down the rug$4d road of life. 

nODE, TO THE HA&YEST MOON. ’ 

■ — Com roJtimbtfflAi Vert 

Sptcea jam campts Cain mess&fnhotinit, rt cum 

Frumeota in vlridi stipule Hctentla turgnet * 

Cuocta tibi Cererem pubes egrestls adust. Vug if. 
Mooff 6f Harvest, herald mild 
Of plenty, rustic labour's child. 
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Hail 1 oh hail ’ I greet tliy beam. 

As soft it trembles o’er the stream, 

And gilds the atraw-thatch'd hamlet -wide. 
Where Innocence and Peace reside ; 

’Tia thou that gladd'bt with joy the inf tic throng. 
Promptest the tripping dance, th’ exhilarating song 

Moon of Harvest, I do love 
O'er the uplands now to rove, 

While thy modest ray serene 
Gilds the wide surrounding scene; 

And to watch thee riding high 
In the blue vault of the sky, 

\\ here no thin vapour intercepts thy ray, 

Rut in unclouded majesty thou walkest on thy way. 

Pleasing ’tis, oh, modest Moon I 
Now the night is at her noon, 

'Neath thy sway to musing lie. 

While aiound the zephyrs sigh. 

Panning soft the sun-tann’d wheat. 

Ripen'd by the summer’s heat; 

Picturing all the mstic’sjoy 
When boundless plenty greets his eye. 

And thinking soon. 

Oh, modest Moon I 
How many a female eye will roam 
Along the road, 

To see the load. 

The last dear load of harvest home. 

Storms and tempests, floods and rains, 

Stern despoilers of the plains. 

Hence away, the season flee, 

Foes to light-heart jollity: 

May no winds careering high, 

Drive the clouds along the sky. 

But may all nature smile with aspect boon. 

When in the heavens thou shew’st thy face, oh. 
Harvest Moon! 

'Neath yon lowly roof he lies. 

The husbandman, with sleep-sealM eyes; 

He dreams of crowded bams, and round 
The yard he hears the flail resound; 
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Oh! may no hurricane destroy 
His visionary views of joy I 
(Tod of the winds! oh, hear his humble pray’r, 

And while the Moon of harvest shines, thy blustering 
whirlwind spare. 

Sons of luxury, to you 

Leave I Sleep’s dull power to woo: 

Press ye still the downy bed, 

While feverish dreams surround your head; 

I will seek the woodland glade. 

Penetrate the thickest shade. 

Wrapp’d in Contemplation’s dreams, 

Musmg high on holy themes. 

While on the gale 
Shall softly sail 

The nightingale’s enchanting tune. 

And oft my eyes 
Shall grateful rise 
To thee the modest Harvest Moon' 


SONG. 

WRITTEN AT THE AGE OF TOURTtEN. 
Softly, softly blow, ye breezes. 

Gently o 4 er my Edwy fly l 
Lo! he slumbers, slumbers sweetly I 
Softly, zephyrs, pass him by ! 

My love is asleep, 

He lies by the deep. 

All along where the salt waves sigh. 

I have cover'd, him with rushes. 
Water-flags, and branches dry. 

Edwy, long have been thy slumbers ; 
f ,Edwy, Edwy, ope thine eye! 

My love is asleep, ' 

He lies by the dees w 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 

Still he sleeps ; he will not waken, 
Fastly dosed is his eye 
Paler is his cheek, and (liiller 
Than the icy moon on high. 
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Alas ! he is dead. 

He has chose hia death-bed 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 

Is it, is it so, my Edwy? 

Will thy slumbers never fly 1 
Could’st thou think I would survive thee ! 

No, my love, thou bidd’st me die. 

Thou bidd’st me seek 
Thy death*bed bleak 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 

I will gently kiss thy cold lips. 

On thy breast I’ll lay my head. 

And the winds shall sing our death dirge, 

And our shroud the waters spread. 

The moon will smile sweet. 

And the wild wave will beat, 

Oh! so softly o’er our lonely bed. 

THE SHIPWRECKED SOLITARY'S SONG TO 
THE NIGHT. 

Thou, spirit of the spangled night* 

I woo tlyjc from the water tower high) 

Where thou dost sit to guide the hark 
Of lonely mariner. 

The winds are whistling o'er the wolds. 

The distant main is moaning low ; 

Come, let us sit and weave a song — 

A melancholy son^! 

Sweet is the scented gale of morn. 

And sweet the noontide's fervid beam. 

But sweeter far the solemn calm. 

That marks thy mournful reign. 

I've pass'd here many, a lonely year. 

And never human voice have heard ; 

I've pass'd herejgta&y a lonely year 
AsoKtifyinj&k ^ 

And I have linger'd the shade. 

From sultry noon's hot beam; and I 
Have knelt before my wicker doot. 

To sing my evening song. 
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And I have hail’d the gray mom high. 

On the blue mountain's misty brow. 

And tried to tune my little reed 
To hymns of harmony. 

But never could I tune my reed, 

At mom, or noon, or eve, so sweet 
As when upon the ocean shore 
1 hail'd thy star-beam mild. 

The day-spring brings not joy to me. 

The moon it whispers not of peace ; 

But oh ! when darkness robes the heavens, 

My woes are mix'd with joy. 

And then I talk, and often think 
Aerial voices answer me ; 

And oh! I am not then alone — 

A solitary man. 

And when the blustering winter winds 
Howl in the woods that clothe my cave, 

I lay me on my lonely mat. 

And pleasant are my dreams. 

And Fancy gives me back my wife; 

And Fancy gives me back my child; 

She gives me back my little home. 

And all its placed joys. 

Then hateful is the morning hour. 

That calls me from the dream of bli&s. 

To find myself still lqpe, and hear 
The same dull sounds again. 

The deep-toned winds, the moaning sea) 

The whispering of the boding trees. 

The brook's eternal fitfp, fend oft 
The condor's hollow scream. 

4 

SOHMfffc 

Sweet to the gay of heart Is Summer's smile, 
Sweet the wild music of tfife laughing Spring ; 
But ah ! my soul far other scenes beguile, 

Where gloomy sterns their sullen shadows fling. 
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Is it foi mo to strike the Idalian string'* 

Raise the soft music of the warbling wire. 

While in my ears the howls of furies ring, 

And melancholy wastes the vital Are? 

Away with thoughts like these 1 — To some lone cave 
Where howls the shrill blast, and where sweeps the 
Direct my steps ; thero, in the lonely drear, [wave. 
I’ll sit remote from worldly noise, and muse 
Till through my soul ahull Peace her balm infuse. 
And whisper sounds of comfort in mine ear* 

ON BEING CONFINED TO SCHOOL ONE 
PLEASANT MORNING IN SPRING. 

Written at tlie age of Thirteen. 

The morning sun's enchanting rays 
Now call forth every songster’s praise ; 

Now tho lark, with upward flight, 

Gaily ushers in the light ; 

While wildly warbling from each tree, 

Tho birds sing songs to Liberty. 

But for nh no songster sings. 

For me no joyous lark ap-springs; 

For I, confined in gloomy school, 

Must own the pedant’s iron rule. 

And, far from sylvan shades and bowers. 

In durance vile must pass the hours ; 

There con the scholiast’s dreary lines. 

Where no bright ray of genius shines, 

And close to rugged learning cling. 

While laughs around the jocund Spring. 

How gladly would my soul forego 
All that arithmeticians know, 

Or stiff grammarians quaintly teach. 

Or all that industag can reach, 

To taste eacWtaoiffOTM! the joys 
That with the latfghmfr *Uw arise ; 

And unconstrain’d to rpve along 
The bushy brakes and glens among} 

And woo the muse's gentle power. 

In unfrequented rural bower! 
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But ah I such heaven approaching joys 
Will never greet my longing eyes. 

Still will they cheat in vision fine. 

Yet never hat m taney slune 

Oh, that I were the Utile wren 
rhat shnlly chirps from yonder glen ! 
Oh, far aw vy I then would rove, 

To some secluded bushy grove , 

Ihere hop and sing with caieless glee. 
Hop and sing at hberty , 

And till death should stop my lays. 
Far from men would spend my days. 


TO CONTEMPLATION 

Thfe do I own, the prompter of my joys. 

The sootheT of my caics, inspiring peace , 

And l will ne'er forsake thee.— Men may rave. 
And blame, and censure me, that I don t tie 
My every thought down to the desk, and spend 
The monvug of my life m adding figuf«*s 
With accurate monotony , that so 
The good things of this world may he my lot. 

And I might taste the blessedness of wealth 
But, oh I I was not made for money getting. 

For me no much respected plum awaits. 

Nor civic honour, envied Far as stiD 
I tried to cast with sch-ol dexterity 
The interesting sums, my vagrant thoughts 
Would quick revti t to many a woodland haunt. 
Which fond remembrance cherish’d , and the pen 
Dropp d from my senseless fingers as I pictured. 
In my mind's eye. how on the shores of Trent 
I erewhile wander'd With my early friends 
In sficial intercourse* And then I'd think 
How contrary pursuit* thrown us wide, 

One from the other* scatter'd o'er the globe, 
They were sat down with sober steadiness 
Each to his occupation. I alone* 

A tMoArard youth, misled by Fancy's vagaries, 
Retiptt'd unsettled, insecure, and veering 
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With every wind to every point p* th* compass. 

Yes, m the counting house I couldUndulge 
In fits of close abstraction , yea, amid 
The busy bustling crowds could meditate, 

And send my thoughts ten thousand leagues away 
Beyond the Atlantic, resang on my fnend. 

Aye, Contemplation, even in earliest youth 
1 woo’d thy heavenly Inlluenco 1 I w ould walk 
A weary way, when all my toils were done. 

To lay myself at night in some lone wood, 

And hear the sweet song of the nightingale. 

Oh, thoip weie times of happiness, and stall 
To memory doubly dear, for growing years 
Had not then taught me man was made to mourn , 
And a short hour of solitary pleasure. 

Stolen from sleep, was ample recompense 
I or all the hateful bustles of the day 
My op’nmg mind was ductile then, and plastic. 

And soon the marks of care were worn away. 

While I was sway’d by every novel impulse, 

V leldrng to all the fancies of the hour. 

But it has now assum d its character , 

Mark'd by strong lineaments, its haughty tone, 

Like the firm oak, would sooner break than bend. 
Yet still, oh Contemplation | I do love 
To indulge thy solemn mueings, still the same, 

With thee alone I know to melt and weep, 

In thee alone delighting Why along 
Ihe dusky tract of commerce* should I toil. 

When, with an easy competence cpntent, 

1 can alone be happy, where with thee 
I may enjoy the loveliness of Nature, 

And loose the wings of Fancy ?— Thus alone 
Can I partake of happiness on earth , 

And to be happy here Is man's chief end. 

For to be happy he must needs be good. 

10 THE HEtfA ROSEMARY * 

S west scented flower t who art wont to bloom 
On January’s front severe, 

* Hip rosemary buds Id January. It Is the flower commonly 
put in the coffins of the dead. 
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And o’er the wintry desert drear 
To waft thy waste perfume ' 

Come, thou shalt form rily nosegay now* 

And I will bind thee round my brow ; 

And as I twine the mournful wreath* 

I'll weave a melancholy song * 

And sweet the strain shall be and long* 

The melody of death. 

Come, funeral flower ! who lov'bt to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb. 

And throw across the desert gloom 
A sweet decaying smell. 

Come, press my lips, and he with me 
Beneath the lowly alder tree ; 

And we shall sleep a pleasant sleep ; 

And not a care shall dare intrude. 

To break the marble solitude* 

So peaceful and so deep. 

And hark ! the wind-god, as he flies. 

Moans hollow in the forest trees, 

And sailing on the gusty breeze* 

Mysterious music dies. 

Sweet flower ! that requiem wild is mine* 

It warns me to the lonely shnne. 

The cold turf altar of the dead ; 

My grave shall be in yon lone spot. 

Where as I lie, by all frrgot, 

A dying fragrance thou wilt o'er my aehes shed. 


TO THE MORNING. 

Written daring Ulnfts. 

Beams of the day-break feint! I haR 
Tour dubious hues* &s on fee robe 
Of night* which wfnps the plumber in g globe* 
I mark your traces pale. 

Tired with fee taper's sickly light* 

And with the wearying* number'd night* 
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I hail the streaks of morn divine : 

And lo’ they break between the dewy wreaths 
That round my rural casement twine: 

The iresh gale o’er the gieen lawn breathes ; 

It fans my feverish brow, — it calms the mental strife. 
And cheerily re illumes the lambent flame of life 

The lark has her gay song begun. 

She leaves her grassy nest. 

And wars till the unruen sun 
Gleams on her speckled breast. 

Now let me leave my restless bed. 

Add o’er the spangled uplands tread; 

Now through the custom’d wood-walk wend , 
By many a green lane lies my way. 

Where high o’er head the wild briars bend. 

Till on the mountain’s summit gray, 

1 sit me down, and mark the glorious dawn of da* 

Oh, Heaven ! the soft refreshing gale 
It breathes into my breast t 
My sunk eye gleams ; my cheek, so pale., 

Is with new colours dress’d. 

Blithe Healtbil then soul of life and ease *• 

Come thou too, on the balmy breeze. 

Invigorate my frame: 

I’ll join with thee the buskinM chase, 

With thee the distant clime will trace. 

Beyond those clouds of flame. 

Above, below, what charms gnfold 
In all the varied view ! 

Before me all is burnish'd gold. 

Behind the twilight’s hue. 

The mists which on old Night await. 

Far to the weBt they hold their state, 

They shun the dear blue face of Morn; 

Along the fine cerulean sky 
The fleecy clouds successive fly, [adorn. 
While bright prismatic beams their shadowy folds 

And harkt the thatcher has begun 
His whistle on the eaves. 

And oft the hedger’s bill is heard 
Among the rustling leaves: 
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The slow team creaks upon the road, 

The noisy whip resounds. 

The driver’s voice, his carol blithe, 

The mower’s stroke, his whetting scythe# 

Mix with the morning’s sounds. 

Who would not rather take his seat 
Beneath these clumps of trees, 

The early dawn of day to greet. 

And catch the healthy breeze. 

Than on the silken couch of Sloth 
Luxurious to lie? 

Who would not from life's dreary waste 
Snatch, when he could, with eager haste# 

An interval of joy 1 

To him who simply thus recounts 
The morning’s pleasures o’er. 

Fate dooms, ere long, the scene must close, 

To ope on him no more. 

Yet, Morning > unrepining still 
He’ll greet thy beams awhile ; 

And surely thou, when o’er his grave 
Solemtf the whispering willows war j. 

Wilt sweetly on him smile ; 

And the pale glow-worm’s pensive light 
Will guide his ghostly walks in the drear moonlc&4 
night. 

MY OWN CHARACTER. 

Addressed (during Illness) to a Lady. 

Deau Fanny, I mean, now t*m laid on the shelf. 

To give you a sketch — aye, a sketch of myself. 

’Tin a pitiful subject, I frankly confess. 

And one it would puzzle a painter to dress ; 

But however, hete goes, and as sure as a gun. 

I’ll 'tell all my fahlts like tk penitent nun ; 

For I know, for my Fanny, before I address hei , 

She won't be a cynical father confessor. [down ; 
Motne# come, ’twill not do! put that purling brow 
You can’t, for the seal of you# learn how to frown. 
Well, "first I premise# it’s my honest conviction. 

That my breast isa chaos of all contradiction ; 
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Religious— Deistic— now loyal $md warm. 

Then a dagger-drawn democrat hot for reform : 

This moment a fop, that , sententious as Titus; 
Democritus now, and anon Heraclitus ; 

Now laughing and pleased, like a child with a rattle ; 
Then vex'd to the soul with impertinent tattle: 

Now moody and sad, now unthinking and gay, 

To all points of the compass I veer in a day. 

I'm proud and disdainful to Fortune's gay child. 

But to Poverty’s offspring submissive and mild : 

As rude as a boor, and as rough in dispute; 

Then as for politeness— oh I dear — I'm a brute ! 

I shew no respect where I never can feel it; 

And as for contempt, take no pains to conceal it; 

And so in the suite, by these laudable ends, 

I've a great many foes, and a very few friends. 

And yet, my dear Fanny, there are who con feel 
That this proud heart of mine is not fashion'd like steel. 
It can love (can it not?) — it can hate, I am sure ; 

And it's friendly enough, though in friends it be poor. 
For itself though it bleed not, for others it bleeds ; 

If it have not ripe virtues, I'm sure it's the seeds 
And though far from faultless, or even so-so, 

I think it may pass as our worldly things go. 

Well, I've told you my frailties without any gloss , 
Then as to my virtues, I'm quite at a loss ! 

I think I’m devout, and yet I can’t say. 

But in process of time I may get the wrong way. 

I’m a general lover, if that's commendation. 

And yet can’t withstand, yourknow whose fascination. 
But I find that amidst all my tricks and devices. 

In fishing for virtues, I'm pulling up vices; 

So as for the good, why, if I possess it, 

I am not yet learned enough to express it. 

Ycu yourself must examine the lovelier side, 

And after your every art yon have tried, 

Whatever my faults, I may venture to say. 
Hypocrisy never will come in your way. 

I am upright, I hope ; 1 am downright, I'm dear ! 
And I think my worst foe must allow I'm sincere ; 
And if ever sincerity glow’d in my breast, 

Tia now when I swear— — — — r* 



141 


THE REMAINS OF 


ODE ON DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Come, Disappointment, come! 

Not in thy terrors clad; 

Come in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 

Thy chastening rod hut terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 

But I recline 

Beneath thy shrine, [twine 

And round my brow resign’d, thy peaceful cypres,* 
Though Fancy flies away 
Before thy hollow tread. 

Yet meditation, in her cell, 

Hears, with faint eye, the lingering knell. 

That tells her hopes are dead : 

And though the tear 
By chance appear. 

Yet she can smile, and say, My all was not laid here. 
Come, Disappointment, come 1 

Though from Hope's summit hurl’d. 

Still, rigid nurse, thou art forgiven. 

For thou severe wert sent from heaven 
To wean me from the world: 

To turn mine eye 
From vanity. 

And point to scenes of bliss that never, ne>er die. 
What is this passing scene t 
A peevish April day! 

A little sun— a little rain, 

And then night sweeps along the plain, 

And all things fade away. 

Man (soon discuss’d) 

Yields up bis trust. 

And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the dust. 
Ob, what is Beauty's power? 

It flourishes and dies; 

Will the cold earth its silence break* 

To tell how soft how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface lies? 


Mute, mute is all 
r Beauty’s fall; 

Her pt*yta»ounds no more when mantled in her pall. 
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The most beloved on earth. 

Not long survives to-day; 

So music past is obsolete, 

And yet 'twas sweet, ’twas passing sweet. 

But now ’tis gone away. 

Thu? does the shade 
In memory fade, 

When in forsaken tomb the form belov'd is laid. 

Then sinco this world is vain. 

And volatile, and fleet, 

Why should I lay up earthly joys. 

Where dust corrupts, and moth destroy 0 . 

And cares and sorrows eati 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill. 

When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing heart 
be still l 

Come, Disappointment, come ' 

Thou art not stem to me; 

Sad momtress I I own thy sway, 

A votary sad in early day, 

I bend my knee to thee, 

From^un to sun 
My race will run, 

I only bow, and say, My God, Thy will be donel 

On another paper are a few lines, written probably in the fi tall- 
ness ot his disappointment. 

I dream no more — the vision flies* away. 

And Disappointment *■+*%* 

Ttiere fell my hopes — I lost my all in this, 

My cherish'd all of visionary blis*. 

Now hope farewell, farewell aUjoys below : 

Now welcome sorrow, and now welcome woe. 

Plunge me in glooms * • * * 

H» health soon sunk under these habits; he berame paltand 
dun, and at It ngih had a sharp fit of, sickness. On his recovery, 
lu* mote the toll owing lines lu the chm chjrard of his fevounro 
village: 


H 
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LINES WRITTEN IN WILFORD CHURCHYARD, 
ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESS. 

Here would T wish to sleep. — This is the spot 
Which I have long mark’d out to lay my bones in; 
Tired out and wearied with the riotous world. 
Beneath this yew I would be sepulchred. 

It is a lovely spot! The' sultry sun, 

From his meridian height, endeavours vainly 
To pierco the shadowy foliage, while the zephyr 
Comes wafting gently o’er the rippling Trent, 

And plays about my wan cheek. 'Tis a nook 
Most pleasaut. Such a one perchance, did Gray 
Frequent, as with a vagrant muse lie wanton'd. 

Come, I will sit me down and meditate. 

For I am wearied with my summer’s walk; 

And here I may repose in silent ease ; 

And thus, perchance , 1 when life’s sad journey’s o’er. 
My harass’d soul, in this same spot, may fund 
The haven of its rest — beneath this sod 
Perchance it may sleep sweetly, sound as death. 

Iwould not have my corse cemented down 
With briefeoand stone, defrauding the pemr earth-worm 
Of its predestined dues ; no, I would lio 
Beneath a little hillock, grass o’ergrown. 

Swathed down with osiers, just as sleep the cottiers. 
Yet may not undistinguished bo my grave; 

But there at eve may some congenial soul 
Duly resort, and shed a pious tear, 

The good man’s benuon-e-no more I ask. 

And, ohl (if heavenly beings may look down 
From where, with cherubim, inspired they sit, 

Upon this little dira-diacover’d spot. 

The earth,) then will l cast a glance below. 

On. him who thus my ashes shall embalm ; 

And t will weep too, and will bless the wanderer, 
Wishing he may not long ,be doom’d to pine 
In this low-thoughted world of darkling woe, 

But that, ere long, he reach his kindred skies* ' 

Yet ’twas a silly thought, as if the body, 
lffonldering beneath the surface of the earth. 

Could taste the sweets of summer scenery. 
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And fed the freshness of the b limy bietve ' 

1 ct nature speaks within the human bosom. 

And spite ol reason, bids it look beyond 
His narrow verg ot being, md provide 
A decent residem e for its d ijey shell, 

Fndtf lr d to it by time And who would 1 ly 

Ills body in the city buri ll pi ue, 

lo be thrown up agun by some rude sexton. 

And yield its n irrow house another tenant, 

Ere the moist He h had mingh d with the dust, 

Fre the temcious h m liud left the scilp, 

1 x posed to insult lewd, and wantonnrss* 

Ni, I will lay me in the villagi ground, 

Thuc are the dead respected The pooi hind, 
Lnlet*er d as he is, would moth t’ in>adc 
lhe silent resting pi ire of death I’ve seen 
llie laboun r, returning from his toil. 

Here stay his stips, and tall his children round. 

And slowly spell the rudely si ulptured rhymes. 

And, in his rustic mannei, morali/t 

I've, maik'd with what a silent awe he’d spoken. 

With htftd uncover d, his respec ttul m inner. 

And all the honours which he paid the gAve, 

And thought on cities, where even cemeteries, 
Lcstrew d with all the emblems of mortality. 

Are not protected from the drunken insolence 
Of wassailers prof me, md wanton havoc. 

Grant, Heaven that here my pilgrimage may close! 
Yet, it this be denied, where’er my bones 
May he — or m tho city’s crifwded bounds. 

Or scatter’d wide o cr the huge sweep of waters. 

Or left a prey on some desei ted shore 
To the rapacious cormorant, — yet still, 

(For why should sober reason cast away 
A thought which soothes the soul ?) yet still my spirit 
Shall wing its way to these my native regions. 

And hovei o’er this spot Oh, then I’ll think 
Of times when 1 was seated ’neath this yew 
In solemn rumination, and will smile 
With joy that I have got my long’d release. 
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iHC CimiSlIAD. A DIVINE POLM. 

BOOK I. 

I sing the Cross' — Ve white robed angel choirs. 
Who know the chords of harmony to sueep. 

Ye, who o'er holy David’s varying wires 
Were wont, of old, your hovcrmg watch to koep. 
Oh, now descend ' and with your harpings deep 
Pouring sublime the full symphonious stream 
Of music, suoli as soothes the saint’s last sleep. 
Awake my slumbering spirit fiom its dream. 

And teach me how to exalt the high mysterious theme 

Mourn ! S idem, mourn 1 low lies thine humbled Btate, 
Thy glittering fanes are levelled with the ground! 
Fall’n is thy pride '—thine hall*, are desolate' 
Where erst was heard the timbrel’s sprightly 
sound, 

And frolic pleasures tripp’d the nightly round. 
There breeds the wild fox lonely, — and aghast 
Stands JJie mute pilgrim at the void profound, 
CJnbroke by noibo, save when the hurling blast 
Sighs, like a spirit, deep along the cheerless waste. 

It is for this, proud Solyma! thy towers 
Lie crumbling in the dust ; foi this forlorn 
Thy genius wails along thy desert bowers. 

While stein Destruction laughs, as if in scorn. 
That thou didbt dare insult God’s eldest bom; 
And, with most bitter persecuting ire. 

Pursued his footsteps till the last day-dawn 
Rose on his fortunes— and thou saw’st the fire 
That came to light the world, in one great Hash expire. 

Oh! (or a pencil dipp’d in living light, 

To paint the AgonieB that Jesus bore! 

Oh! tor the long-lost harp of Jesse’s might. 

To hymn the Saviour’s praise from shore to shore; 
'’While seraph hosts the lofty preati pour. 

And Heaven enraptured lists the loud acclaim! 
May*a frail mortal dare the theme explore t 
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May he to human ears his weak song frame 1 
Oh I may he dare to sing Messiah’s glorious name? 

Spirits of pity 1 mild Crusaders, come! 

Buoyant on clouds around your minstrel float. 
And give him eloquence who else were dumb. 

And raise to feeling and to fire his note! 

And thou, Uianial who dost still devoto 
Thy nights and days to God’s eternal 'shrine, 

Whose mild eyes ’lumin’d what Isaiah wrote. 
Throw o’er thy Bard that solemn stole of thine, 

And clothe him for the fight with energy divine. 

When from the temple’s lofty summit prone. 

Satan, o’ercome, fell down; and llnonid there. 
The Son of God confess’d, in splendour sliouc ; 

Swift as the glancing sunbeam ruts the air. 

Mad with defeat, and yelling his despair, 

* * * 

Fled the stein king of Hell — and with the glare 
Of gliding meteors, ominous and red, 

Shot athwart the clouds that gather’d ro^od his head. 

Right o*er the Euxine, and that gulf which late 
The rude Massagetae adored, he bent 
His northering course, while round, in dusky state. 
The assembling fiends their summon’d troops aug- 
ment; 

Clothed in dark mists, upon their way they went ; 
While, as they pass’d to legions more severe. 

The Lapland sorcerer swell’d with loud lament 
The solitary galo, and, fill’d with fear, * 

The howling dogs bespoke unholy spirits near* 

Where the North Pole, in moody solitude, 

Spreads her huge tracks and frozen wastes around. 
There ice-rocks piled aloft, in order rude, 

Form a gigantic ball, wher^pever sound 
Startled dull Silence’ ear, save when profound 
The smoke-frost mutter’d : there drear Cold for^ye 
Thrones him, — and, fix’d on his primeval mound. 
Ruin, the giant, sits; while stem Dismay* 

Stalks like some woe-struck man along the desert way. 
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In that drear spot, trim Desolation s 1 ur. 

No sweet remain oi life encheeis the sight. 

The dancing he irt s blood in an instant theie 

Would freeze to m irbl( — AJitighng day and night 
(Sweet nitcichuigc, which m ike s oui labours 
hfcht), 

Aie there unknown , while in the summer skies 
lhc sun rolls ceaseless round his heave nly height 
Nor ever sets, till from the scene he flies. 

And leas es tho long bit lk night of li alf the j car to rise 
1 was there yet shuddering fiom thi burning lake 
S itan had fix'd their mxt consistory, 

W lien parting 1 ist he fon 11} hopt d to shake 
Messiah s constancy, — ind thus to free 
The powers ot darkness trom the dread decree 
Of bondage b ought by him, ind uiuumuit 
Ihe unerring wijsof llim lvhosc eye c in see 
The womb of Time, and, in its embryo pent. 
Discern tho colours clear ot evuy duh event. 

Here tho *tcrn mon irrli stay A Ins rapid flight. 

And hisjLlnck hosts, as with a jetty pall. 
Hoveling obscured the north star s pcUieful light, 
Waiting on wing their haughty chieft nn’s cili 
He, meanwhile, downward, w ith a sullen fall 
Dropp'd on the echoing ice Instant the sound 
Of their broad vans was hush'd, and o'er the hall 
Vast and obscure, the gloomy cohoits bound. 

Till, wedged in ranks, the seat of Satan they surround 
High on a solium of the solid wave, 

Pruned with rude shapes by the fantastic frost,, 
He stood in silence , — now keen thoughts engrave 
Dark figures on his front, and, tempest toss’d. 
He fears to say that every hope is lost. 
Meanwhile the multitude as dea th are mute 
So f ere the tempest on Mai icca s coast. 

Sweet Quiet, gently touching her soft lute, 

8mgs to the whispering waves the prelude to dispute 
I^Tpollected , o’er the dark Divan 
;4$fy&end glanpeJ, as by the Boreal blaze 
&q*rnc ist brows were seen, and thus began 
fierce harangue . — ' Spirits' our better days 
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Arc now elapsed, Moloch and Belnl s praise 
Shall sound no more m groves by myriads trod. 

Lo' the light breaks’— The istonislied nations 
For us is lifted high the avengn g rod I [gaze 1 

1 or, spirits, this is He,— this is tilt bon of Cod 1 

* Wliat t len ' sh ill S it in’s spirit crouch to foai * 

Sh ill lie who shook the pill irs of Go l s reign 
Drop fiom his unnci vt 1 um the hostile sp ar? 

M tdness* The very thought woul 1 m ike me fain 
1 i tear the spanglcts fiom yon gmly plain. 

And hurl them ^.t then Maker’ T iv’d as (ate 
1 am his foe 1 ea though his pride should deign 

To soothe mine ire with half his regal state. 

Still would X burn with Ux. d, unalterable li ite. 

* Now he ir the issue of my c urs’d tmpntp, 

When from our last >* id synod I took flight. 

Buoy tl with f ilse hopes, in some deep 1 u l U g i &< 
fo tempt tins v \unti d Holy One to write 
His own self < omlcinnation , m the plight 
Of iged man in the 1 mi wilderness, 

G ithermg a few str ly sticks, I met hjp sight, 

And, leamdfc ou my stiff seem d much to guess 
What cause could mortil bung to th it forlorn recess 
1 Then thus in homely guise I fi atly framed [way 
My lowly speech * Good Sir, what leads tins 
\our wandering steps i must hapless chance bi 
bl uned 

That you so f ir from h lunt of mortals stray 1 
Here have I dwelt for in my i lmgeung day. 

Nor trice of mm have seen But how 1 methought 
Thou avert the youth on whom God's holy ray 
I saw descend m Jordan, when John taught 
That he to fallen man the saving pi omise brought *’ 

* u I am that man," said Jesus, “ I am lie! # 

But truce to (questions— Canst thou point my feet 
To some low hut, if haply such theie be 
In this wild labj nn th, whcie I may meet 
With homely greeting, and may sit and cat? 

Tor forty d lys I have tarried fasting here, 

Hid in the dark glens of this lone rctreaf. 

And now I hunger md my fainting ear [near ** 
Longs much to greet the pound of fountains guslung 
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* Then thus I answer'd wily “ If, inch id, 

Son of our God thou hi ’bt, what need to '.oek 
For food from men !— Lo ! on these flint otoneb teed. 
Bid them be bread ! Open thy lips and spe<ik. 
And living rills from yon paich’d rock w ill break/* 
Instant as I had spoke, his piercing eye 
Fix’d on my face ; — the blood forsook my cheek, 
1 could not bear his gaze ; — my mask blipp’d by ; 

1 would have shunn'd his look, but had not power to fly. 

‘ Then he rebuked me with the holy word — 
Accutsed sounds! But now my native pride 
Return’d, and by no foolibh qualm deterr’d, 

I bore him from the mountain’s woody side, 

Up to the summit, where extending wide 
Kingdoms and cities, palaces and fanes. 

Bright sparkling in the sunbeams, were descried. 
And in gay dance, amid luxuriant plains, 

Tripp’d to the jocund reed tho emasculated swains. 

gtt Behold,” 1 cried, u these glories! scenes divine! 

Thou whose sad prime in pining want decays; 
And theso, O rapture 1 these shall all he thine. 

If thou wilt give to me, not God, the praise. 

Hath he not given to indigence thy days? 

Is not thy portion peril here and pain? 

Oh I leave his temples, shun his wounding ways. 
Seize the tiara! these mean weeds disdain ; 

Kneel, kneel, thou man of woe, and peace and splen- 
dour gain.” 

"* Is it not written,” sternly he replied, [spake, 
“Tempt not the Lord thy God!” Frowning he 
And instant sounds, as of the ocean tide. 

Rose, and the whirlwind from its prison brake. 
And caught me up aloft, till in one flake. 

The sidelong volley met my swift career, [quake 
And smote me earthward. — Jove himself might 
At such a fall; my sinews crack’d, and near, 
Obfpure and dizzy sounds seem’d ringing in mine ear. 

‘ Senseless and stunn’d l lay; till, casting round 
My half unconscious gaze, I saw the foe 
Borne on a car of roses to the ground, 

By volant angels; and as sailing slow 
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lie sunk the hoary battlement below, 

While on the tall spire slept the slant sunbeam, 
Sweet on the enamour’d zephyr u as the flow 
Of heavenly instruments. Sutli strains oft seem, 
t>n star-light hill, to* soothe the Syrian shepherd's 
dream. 

' I saw blaspheming. Hate renew’d my strength ; 

I smote the ether with my iron wing, 

And left the accursed scene. — Ai rived at length 
In theso drear halls, to ye, my peers! I bring 
The tidings of defeat. Hell's haughty king 
Thrice vanquish’d, baffled, smitten, and dismay’d 1 

0 shame 1 is this the hero who could fling 
Defiance at his Maker, while array'd. 

High o'er the walls of light rebellion's banners pliy’d f 
- Yet shallnot Heaven’s bland minions triumph long; 

Hell yet shall have lcvenge. — O glouous sight. 
Prophetic 1 isious on my fancy throng, 

1 see wild Agony’s lean finger write 

Sad figures on his forehead ! — Keenly bright 
Revenge's flambeau burns! Now m his eyes 
Stand the hot tears, — immantlcd in tie night, 
Lo! he retires to mourn ! — I hear his cries! [dice * 
He faints — he falls — and lo ! — 'tis true, ye powers, he 
Thus spake the chieftain, — and, as if he view'd 
The sceno he pictured, with his foot advanced 
And chest inflated, motionless he stood. 

While under his uplifted shield he glanced. 

With straining eye-ball liVd, like one entranced. 
On viewless air ; — thither the dark platoon [danced 
Gazed wondering, nothing seen, sat e when there 
The northern flash, or fiend late fled from noon. 
Darken’d the disk of the descending moon. 

Silence crept stilly through the ranks — Hie breeze 
Spake most distinctly. As the sailor stands, 
When all the midnight gasping, from the seas 
Break boding sobs, and to his sight expands 
High on the shrouds the spirit that commands i 
The ocean-farer’s life; so stiff — so sear 
Stood each dark power;-— while through their nu* 
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Beat not one heart, and mingling hope and fear 
Now told them all was lost, now bade revenge ippe ir 
One there w is there, whose loud defying tongue 
Nor hope nor fear hid silenced, but the swell 
Of over boiling main e Ltterance long 
His pa sion mock d, and long he strove to tell 
His 1 ihourmg ire , still syll ible none fell 
Fiom lus pile quivering lip, but died away 
For very fujy fiorn cich hollow cell 
H ilf spr ing his e>es, thet cast a liamy ray. 

And ***** * 

* This comes,* at length burst from the furious chief 
* Th s comes of dist int counsels » H ere behold 
Ihe fruits of wily tunning the rcli f 
Which cov aid policy would fain unfold. 

To soothe the powers that warr d with Heaven of 
Owi«e' O potent* O sagacious *naie' [old r 

And lo 1 our prince — the mighty md the bold. 
There stands he, spell struck gaping at the air. 
While Hciven subverts his r ign, and plants her 
stand ud there * 

Here, as recovered & it in fiVd lus cy 
Fulton the spe iker, daik it w is an 1 tern , 

He wrapp’d his blick vest round him glocindy. 

And stood like one whom weightiest thoughts 
concern 

Him Moloch mark*d, and strove again to turn 
IIw soul to rage * Behold, behold/ he cned, 

‘ fhe lord of Hell, who bade these legions spam 
Almighty rule — behold he lays aside 
The spear of just revenge, and shrinks, by man defied 
Thus ended Moloch, and his [burning] tongue 
Hung quivering, as if [mad] to quench its heat 
In slaughter So, his native wilds among, 
Tbtfiamwh’d tiger grants, when, neir his seat, 

Pi ess d on tbjMands, he marks the traveller's feet 
Instint low rawtnurs rose, and many i sword 
Had from *ts scabbard sprung, but toward thoseat 
Of the arch fiend all turn'd with one accord. 

As load he thus harangued the sanguinary horde. 

• * • • " 
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4 Ye power* of Hell, I am no coward. 1 proved this 
of old. Who led your forces against the armies of Je- 
hovah? Who coped with Ithuriel and the thunders 
of the Almighty? Who, when stunned and confused 
ye lay on the burning lake, who first awoke, and col> 
looted your scattered powers? Lastly, who led you 
across the unfathomable abyss to this delightful world, 
and established that reign here which now totters to 
its base f How, therefore, dares yon treacherous fiend 
to cast a stain on Satan’s bravery 1 he who preys only 
on the defenceless — who sucks the blood of infants, 
and delights only in acts of ignoble cruelty and un- 
equal contention. Away with the boaster, who never 
joins in action, but, like a cormorant, hovers over the 
field, to feed upon the wounded, and overwhelm the 
dying. True bravery is as remote from rashness as 
from hesitation ; let us counsel coolly, but let us exe- 
cute our counselled purposes determinedly. In power 
we have learned, by that experiment which lost us 
heaven, that we are inferior to the Thunder-hearer: 
— In subtlety — in subtlety alone we are his equals. 
Open war i ^mpsssible. • 

* * # # 

' Thus we shall pierce our Conqueror, though the 
Which as himself he loves ; thus if we fall, [race 
We fall not with the anguish, the disgrace 
Of falling unrevenged. The stirring call 
Of vengeance wrings within me I Warriors all, 
The word is vengeance, ^nd the spur despair. 

Away with coward wiles! Death’s cqal-black pall 
Be now our standard ! — Be our torch the glare 
Of cities fired ! our fifes, the shrieks that fill the air!* 

Him answering rose Mecashphim, who of old. 

Far in the silence of Chaldea's groves. 

Was worshiped, god of Fire, with charms^intold 
And mystery. His wandering spirit roves, 

Now vainly searching for the llame it loves. 

And sits and mourns like some ‘white-robed sir®. 
Where stood his temple, and where fragrant clove* 
An4 cinnamon upheap'd the sacred pyre,* 

And nightly magi watch'd the everlasting fire. 
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He waved his robe of flame, he cross'd his breast. 

And sighing — his papyrus scarf survey’d. 

Woven with dark characters; then thus address’d 
The troubled council : 

* * * * 

Thus far have I pursued my solemn theme 
With self-rewarding toil ; thus far have sung 
Of godlike de|ds, far loftier than beseem 
The lyre which I in early days have strung ; 

And now my spirits faint, and I have hung 
The shell, that solaced me m saddest hour. 

On tho dark cypress ! and the strings which rung 
With Jesus’ praise, their harpings now are o’er. 

Or, when the breeze comes by, moan, and are heard 
no more. 

And must the harp of Judah sleep again ? 

Shill I no more rc-animate the lay? 

Oli! thou who visitest the sons of men, 

Thou who dost listen when the humble pray, 

One little spi’ce prolong my mournful day! 

Oue little lapse suspend thy last decree? 

I am a youthful traveller in the way. 

And this slight boon would consecrate to thee, [free. 
Ere I with Death shake hands, and smile that I am 
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TRIBUTARY VERSES. 

LINES AND NOTE— BY LORD BYRON. 

Unhappy White!* while life was in its spring. 
And thy young imi»e just waved her joyous wing. 
The spoiler came ; and all thy promise fair 
lias sought the grave to sleep for eve^ there. 

Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone. 

When Science* self destroyed her favourite son! 
Yes! she too much indulged thy fond pursuit, 

Slic so wM the seeds, but death has reap'd the fruit. 
’Twas thine own genius gave the final blow. 

And help’d to plant the wound that laid thee low. 
So the struck eagle, stretch’d upon the plain. 

No more through rolliug clouds to soar again, 
View’d his own feather on the fatal dart. 

And wing’d the dart that quiver'd in his heart. 
Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feel 
He nursed the pinion which jviipell’d the steel; 
While the same plumage that hud warm his nest. 
Drank the ladfrlifc-drop of his bleeding breast. 


WRITTEN IN TIIE HOMER OF MR. II. K. .WHITE. 
Presented to me by his brother J. N. White. 

Baud of brief days, but ah, of deathless fame! 

While on these awful leases my fond eyes rest, 

On which thine late havo dwelt, thy hand late 
press’d, y 

I pause; and gaxc regretful on thy name. 

By neither chance nor envy, time nor flame. 

Be it from this its mansion dispossess’d! 

But thee Eternity clasps to her breast, 

And in celestial splendour thrones thy claim. 

* Henry Kirke Wbltp died at Cambridge, in October, 1306, In 
consequence of too much exertion in the. pursuit of studies that 
would nave matured a mind which disease and poverty could tiot 
impair, and which death Itself destroyed rather than subdued. 
Ills poems abound in such beauties as must impress the reader 
with the liveliest regret that so short a period was allotted to ta* 
ents which would have dignified even the sacred functions he 
was destined to assume. 
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No more with mortal pencil shalt thou trace 
An imitative radiance :* thy pure lyre 
Springs from our changeful atmosphere's embrace. 
And beams and breathes iu empyreal fire : 

Th’ Homeric and Miltonian sacred tone 
Responsive hail that lyre congenial to their own. 
Bury, 1 lth. Jan. 1807. L\ J,. 


TO THE MEMORY OF H. K. WHITE. 

BY A LADY. ' 

If worth, if genius, to the world are dear, 

To Henry's shade devote no common tear. 

His worth on no precarious tenure hung, 

Prom genuine piety his virtues sprung: 

If pure benevolence, if steady sense, 

Can to the feeling heart delight dispense; 

If all the highest efforts of the mind, 

Exalted, noble, elegant, refined, 

Call for fond sympathy's heart-felt regret, 

Ye sons of genius pay the mournful dehf : 

His friendB can truly speak how large ms claim. 

And ‘ Life was only wanting to his fame.' 

Art tliou, indeed, dear youth, for ever iled — 

So quickly number’d with the silent dead? 

* Too sure I read it in the downcast eye. 

Hear it in mourning friendship's stilled sigh. 

Ah! could esteem, or admiration, save 
So dear an object from th* untimely grave. 

This transcript faint had not essay’d to tell 
The loss of ono beloved, revered so well. ' 

Vainly I try, even eloquence were weak, 

The silent sorrow that I feel, to speak. 

No more my hours of paitt thy voice will cheer/ 

And bi'ud my spirit to thiaftower sphere ; 

Rend o'er my suffering frame with gentle sigh, 

And bid new fire relume my languid eye : 

Nofaiore the pencil’s mimic art command. 

And with kind pity guide my trembling hand ; 

* AUudlug to bis pencilled sketch of a head surrounded with 
glory. 
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Nor dwell upon the page in v fond regard, 

To trace the meaning of the Tuscan bard. 

Vain all the pleasures thou cau’st not inspire. 

And * in my breast tli* imperfect joys expire/ 

I fondly hoped thy hand might grace my shrine. 

And little dream’d 1 should have wept o'er thine : 

In Fancy’s eye methought l saw thy lyre, 

Witli virtue’s energies each bosom fire ; 

I saw admiring nations press around, ( 

Eager to catch the animating sound: 

And when, at length, sunk in the shades of night. 

To brighter worlds thy spirit wing’d its flight. 

Thy country hail’d thy venerated shade. 

And each graced honour to thy memory paid. 

Such was the fate hope pictured to my view — 

But who, alas! e’er found hope’s visions true? 

And, ah! a dark presage, when last we met. 

Sadden'd the social hour with deep regret; 

When thou thy portrait from the minstrel drew. 

The living Edwin starting ou my view — 

Shoot, 1 asked of Heaven a lengthen’d date ; 

His genius thine, but not like thine his fgie. 
Shuddering 1 fuzed, and saw too sure reveal'd. 

The fatal truth, by hope till then conceal’d. 

Too strong the portion of celestial flame 
For its weak tenement, the fragile frame; 

Too soon for us it sought its native sky. 

And soar’d impervious to the mortal eye; 

Like some clear planet, shadow’d from our sight. 
Leaving behind long tracks of lucid light: 

So shall thy bright example fire each youth 
With love of virtue, piety, and truth. 

Long o’er thy loss shall grateful Granta mourn, 

And bid her sons revere thy favour'd urn. [known/ 
When thy loved flower * Spring's victory makes 
The? primrose pale shall bloom for thee alone : • 
Around thy urn the rosemary we'll spread, 

Whose * tender fragrance,’ — emblem of the dead— 
Shall * teach the maid, whose bloom no longer, lives/ 
That * virtue every perish’d grace survives.* 

Farewell! sweet Moralist; heart-sickening gvief 
Tells me in duty’s paths to seek relief, 
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With surer aim on faith's strong pinions rise, 
And seek hope's vanish'd anchor in the skies; 
Vet still on thee shall fond remembrance dwell» 
And to tho world thy worth delight to tell : 
Though well I feel unworthy thee the lays 
That to thy memory weeping friendship pays. 


STANZAS SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN 
AT THE GRAVE OF II. K. WHITE, BY A LADY 

Ye gentlest gale*’ oh, hither waft. 

On airy undulating sweeps. 

Your frequent sighs, so passing soft. 

Where he, tlic youthful Poet, sleeps ! 

He breathed the purest, tenderest sigh, 
lire sigh of sensibility. 

And thou shalt lie, his favourite flower. 

Pale Primrose, on his grave reclined: 

Sweet emblem of his fleeting hour, 

And of his pure, his spotless mind* 

Like thee he sprung iu lowly vale ; 

And felt, like thee, the trying gale 
Nor heuco thy pensive eye seclude. 

Oh thou the fragrant Rosemary, 

Where he, ‘ in marble solitude. 

So peaceful and so deep,' doth lie ! 

His harp prophetic sung to thee 
In notes of sweetest minstrelsy. 

Ye falling dews ! oh, ever leave 
Your crystal drops these flowers to steep; 

At earliest noon, at latest eve, 

Oh let them for the Poet weep ? 

For tears bedew'd his gentle eye. 

The tears of heavenly sympathy. 

Thou western sun, effuse thy beams ; 

For he was wont to pace the glade. 

To watch in pale uncertain gleams. 

The crimson-zoned horizon fade — 

Thy last, thy setting radiance pour. 

Where he is set to rise no more. 
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ODE ON 1111 I A LI H K W1IUL 

A\ i) is the minstrel’s voyage o'ei ? 

And is the star ot genius fled ? 

And 'will ln»m igic haip no moie, 

Mute in the mansions of the dead, 

Its strains seraphic pour { 

A pilgum in this world of woe. 

Condemn'd, alas ! awhile to stray 
Where bristly thorns, where briars grow , 

He bade, to cheer the gloomy way. 

Its heavenly music flow 

And oft he bade, by fune inspired. 

Its wild notes seek the ethereal plain 
Till angels, by its music nred, 

Ha\c, listening, caught th' ecstatic s f i nn. 
Have wonder'd, and adxnucd 
But now secure on happier slioics. 

With choirs of sainted souls he eings , 

His h lrp tli* Omnipotent adores, # 

And troiR its sweet, its silvei string! 
Celestial music pours. 

And though on eaTth no more hell weave 
That 1 ly that’s fraught with m igie Arc, 

Yet oft shall fancy hear at e\e 
His now exalted he ivenly lyie 
In sounds /Eolian griev£ 

B Stoke JIUM^ 

VERSES OCCASION! 1) HY I HE DEATH 01 
II* K. WIllfE 

Whitm this world at best, 

Though deck'd in vernal bloom, 

By hope and youthful fancy dress’d. 

What, but a ceaseless toil for rest, 

A passage to the tomb? 

If flowerets strew 
The avenue, 

Though fair, alas 1 how fading, and how few. 



102 


THE REMAINS OF 

And every hour comes arm’d 
By sorrow, or by woe : 

Conceal’d beneath its little wings, 

A scythe the soft-shod pilferer brings. 

To lay some comfort low : 

Some tie t’ unbind, 

By love entwined, 

Some silken bond that holds the captive mind. 

And every month displays 
The ravages of time ; 

Faded the flowers ! — The Spring is past! 

The scatter’d leaves, the wintry blast, 

Warn to a milder clime: 

The songsters flee 
The leafless tree, 

And bear to happier realms tlieir mclodj - 

Henry! the world no more 
Can claim thee for her own ! 

In purer skies tliy radiance beams ! • 

Thy lyre’s employ’d on nobler themes 
fiefori} tli’ eternal throne : 

Yet, spirit dear. 

Forget the tear [here. 

Which those must shed who’re doom’d to lin b er 

Although a stranger, I 
In friendship’s train would weep: 

Lost to the world, alas ! so young. 

And must thy lyre, in Silence hung. 

On the dark cypress sleep 1 
The poet, all 
Their friend may call; 

And Nature’s self attend his funeral. 

Although with feeble wing 
-Tny flight I would pursue, 

With quicken’d zeal, with humble pride, 

Alike our object, hopes, and guide. 

One heaven alike in view ; 

True, it was thine 
v To tower, to shin e ; 

Bat I may make thy milder virtues mine. 
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If Jesus own my name 
(Though fame pronounced it never). 

Sweet spirit, not with thee alone, 

But all whose absence here I moan, 

Circling with harps the golden throne, 

I shall unite for ever : 

At death then why 
Tremble or sigh i 

Oh ! who woul d wish to live, but he who fears to die ! 
Dec. 5, 1607. JOS1AH CONDER. 

SONNET, ON SEEING ANOTHER WRITTEN TO 
H. K. WHITE, IN SEPTEMBER 1803, INSERTED 
IN HIS ‘ REMAINS BY ROBERT SOUTHEY/ 

BY ARTHUR OWEN. 

Ah ! once again the long left-wires among. 

Truants the Muse to weave her requiem song; 

With sterner lore now busied, erst the lay 
Cheer’d my dark morn of manhood, wont to stray 
O’er fancy’s fields, in quest of musky flower; 

To me nor fragrant less, though barr*d fvru view 
And courtship or the world: hail'd was the hour 
That gave me, dripping fresh with nature’s dew. 
Poor Henry’s budding beauties — to a clime 
Hapless transplanted, whose exotic ray 
Forced their young vigour into transient day. 

And drain'd the stalk that rear’d them ! and shall Time 
Trample these orphan blossoms? Nol they breathe 
Still lovelier charms — for Southey culls the wreath! 
Oxford, Dec. 17, 1607. 

SONNET, IN MEMORY OF II. K. WHITE. 

‘ ’Tie now the dead of night,’ and I will go 
To where the brook soft-murmuring glides alonjf 
In the still wood ; yet does the plaintive song 
Of Philomela through the welkin flow; 

And while pale Cynthia carelessly doth throw 
Her dewy beams the verdant boughs among, 

Will sit beneath some spreading oak-tree strong, 
And intermingle with the streams my woe: 
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Hush'd in deep silence every gentle breeze; 

No mortal breath disturbs the awful gloom : 

Cold, chilling dew-drops trickle down the trees, 
Andjbvery flower withholds its rich perfume : 

’Tis sorrow leads mo to that sacred ground 
Where Henry moulders in a sleep profound! J. G. 

REFLECTIONS ON READING THE LIFE OF 
THE LATE H. K. WHITE. 

BY WILLIAM HOLLOWAY, 

Author of * The Peasant's Fate' 

Darling of science and the muse, 

How shall a son of song refuse 
To shed a tear for thee l 
To us, so soon, for ever lost, 

What hopes, what prospects have been cross'd 
By Heaven’s supreme decree ! 

How could a parent, love-beguiled. 

In life's fair prime resign a child 
So dUteous, good, and kind? 

The warblers of the soothing strain 
Must string th' elegiac lyre in vain 
To soothe the wounded min$! 

Yet Fancy, hovering round the tomb. 

Half envies, while she mourns thy doom. 

Dear poet, saint, tad sage l 
- Who into one short span at best. 

The wisdom of an age compress'd, 

A patriarch's lengthen’d age ! 

To him a genius sanctified. 

And purg'd from literary pride, 
sacred boon was given : 

Chaste as the psalmist's harp, his lyre 
CelestieVaptures could inspire 
Andslfft pic soul to heaven. 

*Twas nbt the laurel earth bestows, 

'Twas pik the praise from man that flows. 

With Olawic toil he fought: 
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Ho sought the crown which martyrs wear, 
When rescued from a world of care ; 

Their spirit too he caught. 

Here come, ye thoughtless, vain, and gay* ' 
Who idly range in Folly's way. 

And learn the worth of time : 

Learn ye, whose days have run to waste. 
Hew to redeem this pearl at last. 

Atoning for your crime. 

This flower, that droop’d in one cold clime. 
Transplanted from the soil of time 
To immortality, 

In full perfection there shall bloom ; 

And those who now lament his doom 
Must bow to God’s decree. 

London, 37th F«b. 1608. 

ON READING THE POEM ON SOLITUDE. 

Bu r art thou thus indeed * alone?’ 

Quite unbefriended — all unknown ? 

And hast thou then his name forgot 
Who form’tI\hy frame, and fix’d thy lot ? 

Is not his voice in evening's gale? 

Beams not with him the ‘.star* so pale? 

Is there a leaf can fade and die. 

Unnoticed by his watchful eye? 

Each fluttering hope — eqph anxious fear — 
Each lonely sigh — each silent tear — 

To thy Almighty Friend are known ; 

And say’st thou, thou art * all alone?' 

J 091 AH CONDEJR, 


BY THE REV. W. B. COLLYBR, K. M. 

O, lost too soon! accept the tear 
A stranger to thy memory pays ! 
Dear to the muse, to science dear. 

In the young morning of thy days 1 
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All the wild notea that p*ty lo\ ed 
Awoke responsive still to thee. 

While o’er the !>re thy finger’s roved 
In softest, sweetest harmony. 

The chords that in the human heart 
Compassion touches as her own. 

Bore in thy symphonies a part — 

With $»emfa perfect unison. 

Amidst accumulated woes. 

That premature afflictions bring. 

Submission's sacred hymn arose, 

Warbled from every mournful string. 

When o’er thy dawn the darkness spread. 
And deeper e\ery moment grew; 

When rudely round thy youthful head. 
The chilling blasts of sickness blew ; 

Religion heard no ’plaining* loud. 

The sigh in secret htolo from thee ; 

And pity, from the * dropping cloud/ 
Sheds tears of holy sympathy. 

Cold is that heart in which were # met 
More virtues than could ever die ; 

The morning-star of hope is set— 

The sun adorns another sky/<> 


O partial grief! to mourn the day 
So suddenly o’erclouded here. 
To rise with une&ttaguish’d ray— 
To shine in a superior sphere I 


Oft genius early quits this sod. 

Impatient of a robe of clay. 

Spreads the light pinion, spurns the clod, 
smiles, and soars, and e teals away ! 


But more than genius urg'd thy flight. 

And mark'd the way, dear youth, for thee 
Henry sprang up to worlds of light, 
Orarings of immortality ! 
lokhes^lll, S4th June, SSQ* 
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ON 'I IIE DEATH OF H. K. WHITE. 

Too, too prophetic did thy ‘wild note swell, 
Impassion'd minstrel ! when its pitying wail 
Si (Th’d o’er the vernal primrose as it fell 
Untimely, wither’d by the northern gale.* * 
fhau wert that flower of promiso and of prime I 
Whose opening bloom, 'mid many an adverse blast. 
Charm'd the lone wanderer through this desert clime. 
But charm’d him with a rapture soon o’ercast. 

To see thee languish into quick decay. 

Yet was not thy departing immature; 

For npe in virtue thou wert reft away, 

And pure in spirit, as the hless’d are pure ; 

I’tire as the dew-drop, freed from earthly leaven. 
That sparkles, is exhaled, and blends with heaven tf 

T. Park. 

* Soe Clifton Grove, p. 31. 

t Ynun„T, I think, says of Naicissa, ’ she sparkled, vaa ex* 
») i ltd, and went io heaven.* 


END OR POETICAI^ REMAINS. 
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' TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR BR67 HER, Nottingham, Sept. 1?K>. 

In consequence of your repeated solicitations, 1 now sit 
down to wnte to yon, although I never received an answer 
to the last letter which I wrote, nearly six months ago ; but, 
as I never heard you mention it in any of my mother’s let- 
ters, 1 am induced to think it has miscarried, or been mislaid 
your office. 

It is now nearly four months since I entered into Mr. 
Coldham’s office , and it is with pleasure I can assure you, 
that I never yet found any thing disagreeable, but, on the 
contrary, every thing I do spems a pleasure to me, and for 
a very obvious reason, — it is e business which I like — a 
business which I chose before all others ; and I have two 
good tempered, easy masters, who will, nevertheless, see 
that theii business is done in a neat and proper manner. 
The study o\ the law is well known to bp a dry, difficult 
task, and requires a comprehensive, good understanding , 
amf I hope you will allow me (without charging me with 
egotism) to have a tolerable one ; and £ trust with perse- 
verance, and a very large law library to&fer to, I shall be 
able to accomplish the study of so much of the laws of Eng- 
land, and our system of jurisprudence, in iess than five 
ydars, as to enable me to bd'a country attorneys and then 
as I shall have two more years to serve, 1 hope 1 shall attain 
so much knowledge in all parts of the law, as to enable me, 
with a little study at the inns of court, to hold an argument 
on the nine points in the tyw with the best attorney in the 
kingdom. A man that understands the law is sure to have 
business ; and in case I have no thoughts, in ease that is, that 
J do not aspire to hold the honourable place of a barrister, 

I shall feel sure of gaining a genteel livelihood at the busi- 
mss to which I am articled. 

I attend ajthe office at eight m the mornings and leave 
at eight ip tlfe evening ; 'then attend my Latin until nine, 
which, ycnfWy be sure, is pretty close confinement. 
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Mr. Ccldham is clerk to the commercial commissioners, 
which has occasioned us a deal of extraordinary work. I 
worked all Sunday, and until .twelve o'clock on Saturday 
night, when they were hurried to give in the certificates to 
the bank. We had also a very troublesome cause last as* 
sizes. The Corporation versus Gee, which tve^(ihe attor- 
neys for the corporation) lost. It was really a very fa- 
tiguing day (I mean the day on which it was tried). 1 
never got any thing to eat, from five in the afternoon the 
preceding day, until twelve the next night, when the trial 
ended. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR BROTHER, Nottingham, 30th June, 1600. 

Mr mother has allowed me a good deal lately, for books, 
and I have a large assortment (a retailer’s phrase). But 
I hope you do not suppose they consist of novels no— I 
have made a firm resolution never to spend above one. hour 
at this amusement. Though I have been obliged to enter 
into this resolution iu consequence of a vitiated taste ac- 
quired by reading romances, 1 do not intend to<banish them 
entirely from my ftesk. After long and fatiguing researches 
in Blackstone or Coke, when the mind becomes weak, 
through intense application, Tom Jones, or Robinson Crusoe, 
will afford a pleasing, and necessary relaxation. 

Apropos — now are speaking of Robinson Crusoe, I 

shall observe, that it is allowed tobe the best novel for youth 
in the English language. Da Boe, the author, was a sin- 
gular character; but as I make no doubt you have read his 
life, I will not trouble you with any farther remarks. 

The books which I now read with attention, are Black-: 
stone, Knox’s Essays, Plutarch, Chesterfield y^Letters, four 
large volumes, Virgil, Homer, m ad Cicero, and several 
others. Blackatone and Knoi, Virgil and Cicero, I have 
got; the -others I read out of Mr. Coldhata’s library. I 
have finished Rollin’s Ancient History, Blair’s Lectures, 
Smith’s Wealth of Nations, Hume’s England, and British' 
Nepos, lately. When I have read Knox I nfill sand it yod, 
and recommend it-to your attentive perusal ; it ia a most 
excellent work . I also read now the British' Classics, the 
I 
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common edition of which I now take in , it comes every 
fortnight, 1 dare say you have seen it , it is Cooke's edition. 
1 would recommend jou also to rtad these , 1 will send 
them to >ou I have got tho Citizen of the W orld, Idler, 
Goldsmith s 1 ssays, and pait of the Rambler. L will send 
you soon the tout th number of the Monthly Preceptor. ] 
am noticed as worthy of commendation, and as afford in*, 
an encouraging prospect of future excellence. — You will 
laugh I have also turned poet, and hive translated an 
Ode of Horace into Tnglish terse, also, for the Monthly 
Preceptor, but, unfortunately, when I sent it, l forgot th* 
title, so it won't be noticed 

I do not forsake the flowery paths of poesy, foi that i*- 
my chief delight I i ead the best poets Mi . C oldbam 
has got Johnson’s complete set, with thur lives , these o f 
course 1 read 

With n little diudgen, I r a l Italian — 'Hive got som# 
good Italian wo-ks as P i«tor I ido, &c. &c I taught my 
self, and have got a giammar 

I must now beg leave to leturn you my sincere thanks 
foi your kind pnsent. I like La Bruyere the Less* verj 
much , I have read the original J a f i uj ere * I think him 
like Aochetoucault Madame de GeiiJjs is a very abt 
woman. 

* * * * * 

But I must now attempt to excuse my neglect in not wi it 
mg to you. First, I have been very bldjr with these essays 
and poems for the Monthly Preceptor * Second, I was la- 
ther angry as your last letter 1 can bear anything but a 
sneer, and it was one eofltihued grin from beginning to end, 
as were all the notices you made of me m my toother s 
letters, and I could n6t, nor can I now, brook it 1 could 
say much more, but it i£ very late, and must beg leave to 
wish you gbtd Bight. 

I am, dear brother, 

Your affectionate fuend, 

1 H K M III 1 1 

p.S. You may expect a regular correspondence from me 
ih future, hut no sneers , and shall be very obliged by a 
long letter. > 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. , 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, 2.3th June, laoo. 

• * • • * 

You are inclined to flatter me when you compare my ap- 
plication with yours ; in truth, I am not half so assiduous 
os yon, and I am conscious I waste a deal of time unwit- 
tingly. Bat, in 'Feeding, I am upon the continual search 
for improvement ; I thirst after knowledge, and though my 
disposition is naturally idle, J conquer it when reading a 
useful book. The plan which 1 pursued, in order to subdue 
my disinclination to dry hooks, was this, to begin atten- 
tively peruse it, and continue this one hour every day; 
the book insensibly, by ibis means, becomes pleasing tQ you ; 
and even when reading Elnckstonu’s Commentaries, which 
are very dry, I lay down the book with i egret. 

With regard to the Monthly Preceptoi, l certainly shall 
l>e agreeable to your taking it in, as my only objection was 
the extreme impatience which 1 feel to see whether toy 
essays have been successful ; but this may be obviated by 
your speedy perusal , and not neglecting to forward it. But 
yon must have the goodnesvnot to begin till August, a$ my 
bookseller cannot stop it this month. • 

,z * * * * • *- 

1 had a ticket given me to the boxes, on Monday night, 
for the benefit of Campbell, from Drnry-Lane, and there 
was suCh a riot alfhever was experienced bete.before. He 
is a democrat, and the soldiers planned a riot in conjunction 
with the mob. We heard the shouting of the rahlda in. the 
street before th & play was ov%ft. the moment *h& Curtain 
drop t, an officer went into the front box, and'gavc the wordof 
command ; immediately about si#y troopers, started up, 
and six trumpets In. the the king.* 

The noise was astonishing. then 

drew their swords { and at' apotftwr privates in 

the pit drew their bludgeons, whioh they had hitbexto eon* 
ceded, and attacked all indiscriminately, that had not a 
uniform : the officers did the- same with their awbrda, and 
the house ins omr continued scene of confusion ; one pistol 
was fired, M the ladies were fainting in the tabby. The 
outer doors were Ihut to keep ohtthe mob, and tijfc people 
jumped on the stags as a last resource. ‘ One of these noble 
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officers, seeing ope man stand in the pit with his hat on, 
jumped over the division, and cut him with his sword, 
which the man instantly wrenched from him, and broke, 
whilst the officer sneaked back in disgrace. They then 
formed a troop, and having emptied the playhouse, they 
scoured the streets with their swords, and returned home 
victorious. The players are, in consequence, dismissed ; 
and we have infotmations in our office ajgainst the officers. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, Michaclinas-day, 1900. 

I CANNOT divine what, in an epistolary correspondence, 
can have such charms (with people who write only com- 
monplace occurrences) as to detach a man from his usual 
affairs, and make him waste time and paper on what cannot 
be of the least real benefit to his correspondent. Amongst 
relatives, certaiuly, there is always an incitement; we al- 
ways feel an anxiety for their welfare. But I have no 
friend so dear to me, as to cause me to take the trouble of 
reading his letters, if they only contained nn account of his 
health, and tffe mere nothings of the day ± indeed, such a 
one would be unworthy of friendship. What then Is requi- 
site to make one’s correspondence valuable ? I answer, 
sound sense . Nothing more is requisite ; as to the style, 
one may very readily excase its fau^s, if repaid by the 
sentiments. You have better natural abilities than many 
youth, but it is with regret I see that you will not give 
yourself the trouble of writing a good letter. There is 
hafdly any species of composition (in my opinion) eerier 
than .the epistolary; but, my friend, you never found any 
art, however trivial, that did not require some application 
at first. For if an artist, instead of endeavouring to sur- 
mount the difficulties which presented themselves, were to 
rest contented with mediocrity, bow could he' possibly ever 
arrive at excellence ? Thus ’tis with you ; instead of that 
indefatigable perseverance which, in other cases, is a lead- 
inst traifln your character, I hear you say, * Ah, my poor 
bipuns were never formed for letter- writing — I shell never 
Write a good-letter,’ or somasuch phrases ; and thus, by da- 
spairpi^f ever arriving at excellence, you render yourself 



HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 173 ' 

hardly 'tolerable. You may, perhaps, think this art be- 
neath your notice, or unworthy of your pains; if so, you 
are assuredly mistaken, for there is hardly any thing which 
would contribute more to the advancement of a young man, 
or which is more engaging. 

You read, I believe, a good dedl; nothing could bemOre 
acceptable to me, or more improving to you, than making 
a part of your letters to consist of your sentiments, and 
opinions of the books you peruse; you have no idea how 
beneficial this would be to yourself ; and that you are able 
to do it I am certain. One of the greatest impediments to 
Rood writing, is the thinking too much before you note 
down. This, I think, you are not entirely free from. I 
hope that by always writing the first idea that presents itself, 
you will soon conquer it ; my letters are always the rough 
first draught, of course there are many alterations; these 
yon will excuse. 

I have written most of my letters to you in so negligent 
a manner, that if you will have the goodness to return all 
you have preserved, sealed, I will peruse them, and all sen- 
tences worth preserving 1 will extract, and return. 

You observe, in your last, that your lettey are read with 
contempt. — DJ»you speak as you think ? 

You had better write again to Mr* .^Between 

friends, the common forms of the world in writing letter for 
letter, need not be observed ; but never write three without 
receiving one in return, because in that case they must be 
thought unworthy of answer. 

We have been so busy lately, I could not answer yours 
sooner.— Once a month suppose we write to each other. If 
you ever find that my correspondence is not worth the trou- 
ble of carrying on, inform me of it, and it shall cease. 

• ' * * e. • 

P. S. If any expression in thiabe'too harth, excuse it. — 
I am not in. an ill humour, recollect. 

TO HJS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, 11th April, ie#l. 

On opening yours, I waa highly pleased to find two and a 
half sheets of paper, and nothing could exceed any joy at 
so apparently a long letter, but, upon finding it consisted of 
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sides filled after the rate of five words in & line, and nine 
lines in a page, I could not conceal my chagriu ; and I am 
sure I may very modestly say, that one of my ordinary 
pages contains three of yours : if you knew half the plea- 
sure I feel in your correspondence, I am confident you 
would lengthen your letters. You tantalize me with the 
hopes of a prolific harvest, and I find, alas ! a thin crop, 
whose goodness ouly makes me lament its scantiness. 

* * * * * 

T had almost foigot to tell you, that I have obtained the 
first prize (of a pair of Adams' twelve-inch globe*, value 
three guineas) in the first class of the Monthly Preceptor. 
The subject was an imaginary tour from London to Edin- 
burgh. It is printed consequently, and shall send it to yon 
the very first opportunity. The proposals stated, that the 
essay was not to exceed three pages when printed — mine 
tikes seven ; therefore I am astonished they gave me the 
first prize. There was an extraordinary number of Candi- 
dates ; and they said they never had a greater number of 
excellent ones, and they wished they could have given 
thirty pnzes. 'You will find it (in a letter) addressed to 

N- , meaning yourself. 

* * * * * *** 

Wartofc is*a poet from whom I have derived the most ex- 
quisite pleasure and gratification. He abounds in sublimity 
and loftiness of thought, as well as expression. His * Plea- 
sures of Melancholy’ Is truly a sublime poem. The fol- 
lowing passage I particularly, admire : 

1 Nor undelightfiil in tlm solemn noon 
Of night, where, haply Avakefulfrom my couch 
1 start, in, all is motion less around ! 

Roan not the rushing wind ; the sons of men. 

And dvery beast, in mute oblivion lie; 

All Nature’s hush'd 1» silence, and in sleep. 

Oh, th$i, how fearful is it to reflect, 

That through the still globe’s awful solitude 
No being wakes but me !’ 

How affecting are the latter lines! it is impossible to with- 
stand the emotions which rise on its pcrusal.apdlenvynot 
that man his insciteibility who can read them with apathy. 
Mhfay of ttie pieces of the Bible are written in this sublime 
m miner: one psalm, I think the 18th, is a perfect master- 
piece/ and has been imitated by many poets. Compare 
these, orthe above quoted frofi War ton, with the finest piece 
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in Pope, and then judge of the rank which he holds as a 
poet. Another instance of the sublime in poetry l will give 
you, irom Akenside’s admirable* Pleasures of Imagination, 1 
where, spekkiug of the soul, he says, she 

f Ri«l(fl on the lollevM lightning tlnoiigli the heaven*, 

And yoked with whirlwinds, and the noithern blast. 

Sweeps tlit lung ti act of d.ij.* 

Many of these instances of sublimity will occur to you iu 
Thomson. 

James begs leave to present you with Bloomfield’s Far- 
mer's Boy, Bloomfield has no grandeur or height ; he is 
a pastoral poet,* and the simply sweet is what you are to 
expect from him ; neveitheless, his descriptions are some- 
times little inferior to Thomson. 

****** 

How pleased should 1 be, Neville, to have you with us 
at Nottingham ! Our fireside would bedelightful.— - 1 should 
piofit by your sentiments and expci ience, and you possibly 
might gain a little from my small bookish knowledge. But 
1 am afraid that time will never come ; your term of ap- 
prenticeship is nearly expired, and, in all appearance, the 
small residue that yet remains will be passed in hated Lon- 
don. When ya are emancipated, you wifl have to mix' 
in the bustle of the world, in all probability, also, far from 
home ; so that when we have just learnt H®w happy we 
might mutually make ourselves, we find scarcely a shadow 
of a probability of $ver having the opportunity. Well, well, 
it is in vain to resist the immutable decrees of fate. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, April, 1801 . 

As 1 know you will participate with me in the pleasure 
1 receive from literary distinctions, 1 hasten to inform you, 
that my poetical Essay on Gratitude is printed in this 
month’s Preceptor ; that my remarks on Wartoroare pro- 
mised insertion in the next month’s Mirror; and that my 
Essay on Truth is printed in the present (April) jVlonthly 
Visitor. . 'The Preceptor 1 shall not be able to sen£ you 
until the end of this month. The Visitor you will herewith 
receive. The next month’s Mirror I shall consequently 
buy. I wish it were not qttiteoo expensive, as 1 think it a 
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very good work. Benjamin Thomson, Capel Lofft, esq. 
Kobert Blgpmficld, Thomas Dermody, Mi*. Gilchrist, fin- 
der the signature of Octavius, Mrs, Blore, a noted female 
writer, under the signature of Q. Z., are correspondents; 
and the editors are not only men of genius and taste, but of 
the greatest respectability. As I shall now be a regular 
contributor to this work, and as 1 think it contains much 
good matter, I have half an inclination to take it in, more 
especially as you have got the prior volumes : but in the 
present state of my finances it will nqt be prudent, unless 
you accede to a proposal, which, I think, will be gratifying 
to yourself. — It is, to take it in conjunction with me; by 
which means shall both have the same enjoyment of it, 
with half the expense. It is of little consequence who takes 
them, only he must be expeditious in reading them. If 
you have any the least objection to this scheme, do not 
suppress it through any regard to punctilio. I have only 
proposed it, and it is not very material whether you concur 
or not ; only exercise your own discretion. 

You say (speaking of a passage concerning you in my 
last), ' this is compliment sufficient; the rest must be flat- 
tery.’ — Do >pu seriously, Neville, think me capable of 
flattery? * 

As you w||l know I am a carping, critical little dog, you 
will not be surprised at my observing that there is one figure 
in your last that savours rather of the ludicrous, when you 
talk of a 'butterfly hopping from book to book.’ 

As to the something that Ijpm to find out, that is, a perpe- 
tual bar to your progress in Vno.wledge, &c., I am inclined 
to think. Doctor, it is merely conceit. You fancy that you 
cannot write a letter — you dread its idea ; you conceive 
that a work of /our volumes would require the labours of a 
life to read through; you persuade yourseif that you can- 
not retain what you read, and in despair do not attempt to 
conquer these Visionary impediments. » Confidence, Neville, 
in one’s^wn abilities, is a sure forerunner (fn siinilar cir- 
cumstances with the present) of success. -As an illustra- 
tion of this, I beg leave to adduce the example of Pope, who 
hadtso high a sense, in bis youth, or rather in his infancy, 
.of his own capacity , that there was nothing of which, when 
once set gbout, he did not think himself capable ; and, as 
Dr. Johifton has observed, the natural consequence of thia 
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minute perception ni his own powers, was his arriving at as 
high a pitch of perfection as it was possible for a man with 
his few natural endowments to attain. 

When you wish to read Johnson’s Lives of the I’oets, 
send for theta : 1 have latel y purchased them . I have now 
a large library. My mother allows me ten pounds per an- 
num for clothes. 1 always dress in a respectable and even 
in a genteel manner, yet T can make much less than this 
sum suffice. My father generally gives me one coat in a 
year, and I make two serve, f then receive one guinea per 
annum for keeping my mother's books ; one guinea per an- 
num pocket-money ; and by other means ^ gain, perhaps, 
two guineas more per annum ; so that I have been able to 
buy pretty many ; and wheu you come home, you will find 
me in roy study surrounded with books and papers. 1 am 
a perfect garreteer : great part of my library, however, 
consists of professional books. Have you read Burke on 
the Sublime ? Knox’s Winter Evening ? — Can lend them 
to you if you have not. 

Really, Neville, were you fully sensible how much'my 
time is occupied, principally about my profession, as a pri- 
mary Concern, and in the hours necessarilytet apart to re- 
laxation, or p6flte literature, to which, as a hobby-horse, 
I am very desirous of paying some attention* you would 
not be angry at my delay in writing, or my short letters. 
It is always with joy that I devote a leisure hour to you, 
as it affords you gratification; and rest assured, that I al- 
ways participate in your pleasure, and poignantly feel every 
adverse incident which cause® you pain. 

Permit mo, however, again to observe, that one of my 
sheets is equal to two of yours ; and I cannot bnt consider 
this as a kind of fallacious deception, for you* always think 
that your letters contain so much more than mine because 
they occupy more room. 1 f you were to count the words, 
the difference would not be so great. You must also take 
in account the unsealed communications to periodical works:, 
which I now reckon a part of my letter; and therefore yon 
must excuse my concluding on the first sheet, by assuring 
you that 1 still remain Your friend and brother, 4 

H.K. WHITER 

P. S. A postscript is a natural appendage to a fetter* — I 
I 2 ‘ 
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only have to say, that positively you shall receive a six 
or eight-sheet letter, aud that Written legibly, ere long. 


TO MR. BOOTH. 

DEAR SIR, Nottingham, August 12th, 1801. 

t must beg leave to apologize for not having returned 
my sincere acknowledgments to yourself and Mrs. Booth, 
for your very acceptable presents, at an earlier period, f 
now, however, acquit myself of the duty ; and assure you, 
that from both of the woiks I have received much gratifica- 
tion and edification, but more particularly from the one on 
the Trinity ;* a production which displays much erudition, 
aud a very laudable zeal for the true iuterests of religion, 
lleligiqus polemics, indeed, have seldom formed a part of 
my studies ; though, whenever l happened accidentally to 
turn my thoughts to the subject of the Frotestant doctrine 
of the Godhead, and compared it with Arian and Socinion, 
many doubts interfered, and I even began to think that the 
mofe nicely the subject was investigated, the more perplexed 
It would appear, and was on the point of forming a resolu- 
tion to go to Kfeaven in my own way, without meddling or 
involving myself in the inextricable labyriSth of controver- 
sial dispute, when I received and perused this excellent 
treatise, which finally cleared up the mists which my igno- 
rance had conjured around me, and clearly pointed out the 
real truth. 'The intention of the author precluded the pos- 
sibility of his employing the ornaments and gr&cesojf com- 
position In his work ; for as'lt was meant for all ranks, it 
must be suited to all capacities; but the arguments are 
drawn up and arranged in so forcible and perspicuous a 
manner, and are written so plainly, yet pleasingly, that I 
was absolutely charmed with them. 

The * Evangelical Clergyman’ is a very smart piece ; 
the author possesses a considerable portion of sarcastic spi- 
rit, ana no Mkpcrimony, perhaps not consistent with the 
Christian nXmlb which its wishes to inculcate. 1 con- 
sider, howemjJPtt Eon don would not have many graces, 
or attractions) tfdes^oiled of all the amusements to which, 
in une pas^G&his pamphlet, he objects. * In theory, the de- 
ft Jones on the Trinity. * 
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struction of these vicious recreatioas is very fine: bat 
in practice, 1 am afraid he would find it quite different. 
• • * The other parts of this piece are very just, and such 
as every person must subscribe to. Clergymeu,.in general, 

are not what they ought to be ; and I tluuk Mr. — 

has pointed out their duties very accurately. But I am 
afraid I shall be deemed impertinent and tiresome, in trou- 
bling you with ill-timed anil obtrusive opinions, and beg 
leave, therefore, to conclude, with respects to yourself and 
Mrs. Booth, by assuring you that I am, according to cus- 
tom from time immemorial, and in due form, 

Dear Sir, 

Your obliged humble servant, 
HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

TO MR. CIIAR^ESWORTH. 

1>LAR SIR, Nottingham, , isos. 

Jam sure you will excuse me for not having immediately 
answered your letter, when I relate the S cause. — I waspre- 
paring, at that moment when I received yours, a volume 
of poems for the press, which I shall shortly see published. 
I finished and # sent them off for London ]jBt njght;, and I 
now hasten to acknowledge your letter. 

I am very happy that any poem of mine should meet 
with your approbation.' I prefer the eool and dispassionate 
praise of the diserftninaie/etr, to the boisterous applause of 
the crowd. 

Our professions neither of them leave much leisure for the 
study of polite literature ; Ismyaelf have, however, coined 
time, if you will allow the metaphor; ami while 1 have 
made such a proficiency in the law, as has ensured me the 
regard of my governors, I have paid my secret devoirs to 
the ladies of Helicon, My draughts, at the ‘ fountain Are- 
thuse, 1 it is true, have been principally made at "the hour 
of midnight, when even the guardian nymphs of the well 
may be 'supposed to have slept; they are consequently 
stolen apd forced. T do not see any thing iu the confine- 
ment of our Situations, in the mean time, which should -se- 
parate congenial minds. A literary acquaintance is to 
me always valuable ; and a friend, whether lettered or un- , 
lettered, is highly worth cultivation. I hope tfe shall both', 
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of us have enough" leisure to keep up an intimacy which 
began very agreeably for me, and has been suffered to de- 
cay tfith regret. 

1 am not able to do justice to your unfortunate friend 
Gill ; I knew him only superficially, and yet T saw enough 
of his unassuming modesty, and simplicity of manuers, to 
feel a conviction that he had a valuable heart. The verses 
on the other side are perhaps beneath mediocrity; they are, 
sincerely, the work of thirty minutes this morning, and 1 
send them to 3'ou with all their imperfections on their 
head. 

Perhaps they will have sufficient merit for the Notting- 
ham paper; at least theii locality will shield them a little 
m that situation, and give them an interest they do not other 
wise possess. 

Do you think calling the Naiads of the fountains 
1 Nymph* of Paeon’ is an allowable lilurty 3 Ihe allusion 
is to their healthy and bracing qualities. 

1 The last line of the seventh stanza contains an apparent 
pleonasm, to say no wor->e of it, and yet it was not written 
as Such. 'Che idea Was from the shriek of Death (personi- 
fied) and the scream of the dying man. 


ELEGY 

Occasioned by the Deathof Mr. Gill , who was drowned 
i.n the river Trent, while bathing, Qth August, 1802. 

He sunk — th’ impetuous riUer Toll’d along. 

The sullen wave betray'd his dying breath ; 

And rising sad the rustling sedge among, 

The gale of evening touch’d the chords of death. 

Nymph of the Treat ! why didst not thou appear 
’ To Snatch the victim from thy felon wave ? 

■« Aids M too late thou cam'at to embalm his bier. 

And deck with water-fiags his early grave. 

Triumphant, riding o’er its tumid prey, 
ttolls the Ted stream in sanguinary: pride ; 

While anxious crowds, in vain, expectant stay, . 

) : And, W? the swoln corse from the murdering tide* 
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'l he stealing tear-drop stagnates in the eye, 

Thu sudden §igh by friendship's bosom proved, 

I mark them i isc — I mark the general sigh; 

Unhappy youth ! and wert thou so beloved ? 

On thee, as lone I trace the 1 rent's green brink, 

NVhen the dim twilight slumbers on the glide; 

On thee my thoughts shall dwell, nor Fancy shrink 
To hold niystenous converse with thy shade. 

Of thee, as early 1, with vagrant feet, 

flail the gray-sand ail'd mom in Colwick’s v^le, 

Of thee my sylvan iced shall warble sweet, 

And wild-wood echoes shall repeat the tale. 

And, oh! ye nymphs of Pieon! who preside 
O’er ruuuing rill and salutary stream. 

Guard ye m future well the halcyon tide 

From the i ude Death-slu lek and the dying scream. 


TO Mil. M. HARRIS. 

DEAR SIR, Nottingham, 20th March, 1802. 

I w \s greatly sreprised at your letter of the twenty-seventh, 
for 1 had in reality given you up for lost. I should long 
since have written to you, in answer to your note about the 
Lexicon, but was perfectly ignorant of the place of your 
abode. For any thing I knew to the contrary, you might 
have been quaffing the juice ofthe cocoa-nut under the broad 
bananas of the Indies, breathing the invigorating air of 
liberty in the broad savannal of America, or Sweltering 
beneath the line. I had, howe^pr, even then, some sort of 
a presentiment that you were not quite so far removed from 
our foggy atmosphere, hut not enough to prevent me from 
being astonilhed at finding you so near us as Leicester*— 
You tell me I must not ask y oh what you are doing ; I ami 
nevertheless, very anxious to know ; not so much^fc flatter 
myself, from any inquisitiveness of spirit, as from a desire 
to hear of your welfare. Why, my friend, did you leave 
us ^possessing, as you did, if not exactly the otivrh yum 
digrtitate, something very like it; having every comfort 
and enjoyment at your call, which the philosoplycal min'd 
can find pleasure in; and, above all, blessed frith that 
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easy competence, that sweet independence, which renders 
the fatigaea qf employment supportable, and even agreeable. 

Quod satis est t cui contingit , nihil ampliils optet. 

Certainly, to a man of your disposition, no situation could 
have more. charms than >ours at the Trent-Bridge. 1 re- 
gard those hours which T spent with you there, while the 
moon-beam was trembling on the waters, and the harp of 
Bolus was giving us its divine swells and dying falls, as the 
most sweetly tranquil of my life. 

* * * * 

lhave applied myself rather more to Latm than to Greek 
since you left us. I make use of Schrcvelius' Lexicon, but 
shall be obliged to you to buy me the Paikhurst, at any de- 
cent price, if possible. Can you tell me any mode of join- 
ing the letters in writing in the Greek chat acter ? 1 find it 
difficult enough. The following is my manner ; is it right? 

* # * * 

I can hardly flatter myself that you will give yourself 
the trouble of corresponding with me, as all the advantage 
would be on my side, without any thing to compensate for 
it on yours ; but — but in fact 1 do not know what to say 
farther, -—onlf,, that whenever you shall think me worthy 
of a letter, I shall he highly gratified. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, 10th Feb. 1003. 

• * • • 

Now with regard to the Subscription, I shall certainly 
agree to this mode of plication, and I am very much 
obliged to you for. what you say regarding it. But we 
must wait (except among your private friends) until we get 
Derby’s answer, and Proposals are printed, I think 
we shall readily raise 350, though Nottingham is die worst 
place imaginable for any thing of that kind. Even envy 
will interfere. I shall send proposals to Chesterfield, to my 
uncle: to Sheffield, to Miss Gales' (booksellers), whom I 
eaw at Chesterfield, and who have lately sent me a pressing 
invftation to -8 , accompanied with a desire of Montgo- 

mery (th e^ oet Paul Positive) to see me;; to Newwark— 
Alien totfVT right, my friends there (the latter a bookseller); 
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and I think if they were stitched up with all the Monthly 
Mirrors, it would promote the subscription. You are not 
to take any money; that would be absolute begging: the r 
subscribers put down their names, and pay the bookseller 
of whom they get the copy. 

# # « • 


TO II1S BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, loth March, 1003. 

I am cured of patronage-hunting; I will not expose tnyself 
to any more similar moitifieations, but shall thank you to 
send the manuscripts to Mr. Iliil, with a note, stating that 
I had written to the duchess, and receiving no answer, you 
had called, and been informed by a servant, that in all pro- 
bability she never read the letter, as she desired to know 
what the book was left therefor; that yon had incon- 
sequence come away with the manuscripts, under a con- 
viction that your brother would give her grace no farther 
trouble. State also, that you have received a letter from 
me, expressing a desire that the publication might be pro- 
ceeded on without any farther solicitation or delay'. 

A name of eminence was, nevertheless, a iftoswAesirablo 
thing to me in Nottingham, as it would attach more respect- 
ability to the subscription ; but I see all farther efforts will 
only be productive of procrastination. 

* * ♦ * 

I think y6u may as well begin to obtain subscribers 

amongst friends now, though the. proposals may not be issued 
at present. * 

I have got twenty-three, without making the affair public 
at all, among my immediate acquaintance : and mind, I 
neither solicit nor draw the conversation to the subject, but 
a rumour has got abroad, and has been received more fa* 
vourgbly than I expected. 

♦ * * * 

TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, 2d May, 160ft 

I HAYJt just gained a piece of intelligence which much 
vexes me. Robinson, the bookseller, knows that? 1 have 
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written to the Duchess of Devonshire, and he took the li- 
berty (certainly an unwarrantable one) to mention it to 
• • *, Whose * • * was inscribed to her 

grace. Mr. * • said, that unless 1 had got a fuend 

to deliver tha s poems, jjersonally, into the hands of her 
grace, it was a hundred to one that they ever reached her ; 
that the porter of ihe lodge burns scores of letters and 
packets a-day,aml pai ticularly all letters by the two-penny 
post are consigned to the fire. The rest, if they are not 
particularly excepted, as inscribed with a jmas name on 
the back, are thrown mto a closet, to be reclaimed at lei- 
sure. lie said, the way he proceeded was this : — He left 
his card at her dooi , and the next day called, and was ad- 
mitted. Her grace then gave him permission, with this 
proviso, that the dedication was as short as possible, and 
contained no compliments, as the duke had taken offence 
at some such compliments. 

Now, as my lei ter was delivered by you at the door, I 
have Scarcely a doubt that it is classed with the penny-post 
letters r and burnt. . If my manuscripts are destroyed, I am 
ruined, but I hope it is otherwise. However, I think you 
had better call immediately, and ask for a parcel of Mr. II, 
White, Q f Nottingham. They will of course say they have 
no such parcel ; and then, perhaps, you may have an op- 
portunity of asking whether a packet, left in the manner 
yoa left mine, had any probability of reaching the du- 
chess. If you obtain no satisfaction, there remains no way 
pf re-obtaining my volume but this (and. I fear you will 
peVCr agree to put it in execution), to leave a card, with 
your name inscribed (Mr. 1. N. White), and call the next 
day. If you are admitted, you will state, to her grace 
the purport of your errand, ask for of poems in 

manuscript, sent by, your brother^HSfnight ago, with a 
letter (say from Nottingham, a&dflhon why I do not 
wait on her), requesting, pennimHMpT dedication % to her; 
and thetas you found her grqceliad not received them, 
yoq had taken the liberty, alter many, inquiries at her door, 
to request to her in person. V / 

I hope yugpjpdeore jyitf not be put to this test ; l hope 
yAh wil) gw&Ee poems without trouble ; as for begging, pa 
ifonage, I gKired to the soul of it, and shall give ft up. 
" m P* * # '% a 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, , 1803. 

I white you, with intelligence of a vety important na- 
ture. You some lime ago had an intimation of my wish to 
enter the church, in case my deafness was not removed.*— 

About a week ago I became acquainted with a Rev. 

, late of St.John’s College, Cambridge, and in con- 
sequence of what he said, 1 have finally determined to 
enter myself of Trinity College, Cambridge, with the ap- 
probation of all ray friends. 

Mr. says that it is a shame to keep me away 

from the university, and that circumstances are of no im- 
portance. He says, that if I am entered of Trinity, where 
they are all select men, I must necessarily , with my abili- 
ties, arrive at preferment. He says he will be answerable 
that the first year I shall obtain a scholarship, or an exhi- 
bition adequate to my support. That by the time 1 have 
been of five years’ standing, I shall of course become a 
Fellow (200/. a- year) ; that with the Fellowship I may hold 
a Professorship (500/. per annum), and a living or curacy, 
until better preferments occur. He says, that tlftre is no 
uncertainty in the church to a truly pious man, and amen 
of abilities and eloquence. That those who are unprovided 
for, are generally men who, having no interest, are idle 
drones, or dissolute debauchees, and therefore ought not to 
expect advancement. That a poet, in particular, has The 
means of patronage in his pen ; and that, in one word, no 
young man can enter the church (except he be of family) 
with better prospects than myself. On the other hand, Mr. ' 
Enfield has himself often observed, (hat my deafness wilt be 
an insuperable obstacle to me as an attorney, and has said 
how unfortunate a thing it was for me mot to have known 
of the growing defect, in my organs of hearing, beforer I ar- 
ticled myself. Under these circumstances, I conceive I 
should be culpable did I let go so good an opportunity as ‘ 
now occurs. Mr. wilf write to all his univer- 

sity friends,, and' he says there is so much liberality the/e, 
that they will never let a young man of talent* be turned 
from his studies by want of cash. \ 

Yesterday I spoke to Mr. Enfield, and he, with unexam- 
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pled generosity, said that he saw clearly what an advan- 
tageous thing it would be for me ; that 1 must be sensible 
what a great loss he and Mr. Coldham would suffer ; but 

that he was certain neither he, nor Mr. C , could 

oppose themselves to any thing which was so much to my 

advantage. When Mr. C returns from Loudon, 

the matter will be settled with my mother. 

All ray mother's frieuds secin to think this an excellent 
thing for me, and will do all in their power toforwaid me. 

Now we come to a very impmtant part of the business — 
the means. I shall go with my friend Robert, in the ca- 
pacity of Sizar, to whom the expense is not more than Cof . 
per annum. Towards this sum my mother will contribute 
20 L being what she allows me now for clothes (by this 
means she will save my board) ; and for the residue, I must 
trust to getting a Scholarship, or Chapel Clerk’s post. But, 
in order to make this residue certain, [ shall, at the expira- 
tion of twelve months, publish a second volume of poems 
by subscription. 

* * • « 

My friend Mr. says, that so far as his means 

will go, I shyll never ask assistance in vain, lie has but a 
small intome, though of great family.* lie has just lost 
two rectories by scruples of conscience, end now preaches 

pt _ — - - for 80/. a-year. The following letter he put 

into my hand as I was leaving him, after having break- 
fasted with him yesterday. He put it into my hand, and 
revested me not to read it till I got home. It is a breach of 
trust letting you see it, but I wish you to know his character. 

* My dear Sir, 

* I sincerely wish 1 had it in my power to render you 
any essential service, to facilitate your passing through 
College : believe me, I have the will, but not the means. 
Should the enclosed fcfe of any service^, either to purchase 
books, or for otberpocket expenses, 1 request your accept- 
ance qf it ; but must entreat you not to notice it, either to 
myself, or any living feature, f pray God that you may 
employ those talent's that he has given you to his glory, and 
v tq,the benefit of his people. I have great fears for you; 
the temptations of College are great. Believe me, 

* Very sincerely yours. 
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The* cnclosnte w as Ql. 2s. 1 could not refuse what was 
so delicately offered, though I was sorry to take it: he is 
truly an amiable character. ’ 


TO IHS JUIOTHEII NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, , 180J. 

Yor may conceive with what emotions 1 read your bro* 
therly letter ; l feel a very great degree of aversion to bur- 
dening my family any more than \ have done, and now 
do ; but an offer so delicate ami affectionate 1 cannot re- 
fuse, and if 1 should need pecuniary assistance, which I 
am in hopes I shall not, at least after the .first year, I 
shall without a moment’s hesitation apply to my brother 
Neville. 

My college schemes yet remain in a considerable degree 
of uncertainty; I am very uneasy thereabouts. I have 
not heaid from Cambridge j et, and it is very doubtful whe- 
ther there be a vacant buurship in Trinity; so that I can 
Write you no farther information on this head. 

* * • * • s 

I suppose you Jave seen my review in this month’s Mir- 
ror, and that E need not comment upon it ; ^uch a review I 
neither expected, nor in fjrt deserve. 

1 shall not send up the Minor, this month, on this ac- 
count, as it is policy to keep it ; and you have, no doubt, 
received one from Mr. Hill. 

The errors in the Greek quotation I perceived the mo- 
ment I got down, the first copies, and altered them, in most, 
with the pen ; they are very uulucky ; I hove sent up the 
copies for the reviews myself, in order that I might make 
the. correction in them. 

1 have got now to write- letters to all the reviewers, and 
hope you will excuse my abrupt ^conclusion of thjp letter 
on that score. I am, 

Dear ttefriUe, 

. .Affectionately yours, 

H. $«.WI1IT& 

I shall write to Mr. Hill now the first thing ; I awe much 
to him. 
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TO MR. B.MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR BEN, Nottingham, . 

• * • * 

And now, my dear Ben, I must confess your letter gave 
me much pain ; there is a tone oi despondence in it which T 
must condemn, inasmuch as it is occasioned by circum- 
stances which do not involve your own exertions, but which 
are utterly independent of yourself : if you do your duty, 
why lament that it is not productive ? In whatever situ* 
ation. we maybe placed, there is a duty we owe to God 
and religion: it is resignation ; — nay, I may say, content- 
ment. All things aie in the hands of God ; and shall we 
mortals (if we do not absolutely repine at his dispensations) 
be fretful under them ? I do beseech you, my dear Ben, 
summon up the Christian within you, and, steeled with holy 
fortitude, go ou jour way rejoicing! There is a species of 
morbid sensibility to which T myself have often been a vic- 
tim, which preys upon my heart, and without giving birth 
to one actively useful or benevolent feeling, docs but brood 
on selfish sot rows, aud magnify its owiypisfortunes. The 
evils of such a sensibility, I pray to God you may never 
feel ; but I would have you beware, for it grows on persons 
of a certain disposition before they are aware of it. 

I am sorry my letter gave you pain, and I trust my sus- 
picions were without foundation. Time, my dear Ben, is 
the discoverer of hearts, and 1 feel a sweet confidence that 
he will knit ours yet u^ore closely together. 

I believe my lot in life is nearly fixed : a month will tell 
me whether 1 am to he a minister of Christ, in the esta- 
blished church, or out* One of the two, I am now finally 
resolved* if it please God, to be. 1 know my own unwor- 
thmess: I feel deeply that I am fat from being that pure 
and mytefiled temple of the Holy Ghost that a minister of 
the word of life ought to he, yet still I have an unaccount- 
able hope that the Lord will sanctify my efforts, that he 
will purify me; and that l shall become his devoted ser- 
vant. 

I am at present under afflictions and contentions of spirit, 
heavier than I have ever yet experienced , I think, at times. 
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T am mad, and destitute of religion. My pride is not yet 
subdued: the unfavourable review (in the * Monthly 7 ) of 
my unhappy woik, has cut deeper than you could have 
thought ; not in a literary point of view, but as it affects 
my respectability. It represents me actually as a beggar , 
going about gathering money to put myself at college, when 
my book is worthless; and this with every appearance of 
candour. They have been sadly misinformed respecting 
me : this review goes before me wherever 1 turn my steps ; 
it haunts me incessantly, and I am persuaded it is an in* 
strument in the hands of Satan to drive me to distraction. 
1 must leave Nottingham. If the answer of the Elland So* 
ciety be unfavourable, I propose writing to the Marquis of 
Wellesley, to offer myself ns a student at the academy he 
has instituted at Tort William, m Bengal, and at the proper 
age to take orders there. The missionaries at that place 
have done wonders already, and 1 should, I hope, be a va- 
luable labourer in the vineyard. If the marquis take no 
notice of my application, or do not accede to my proposal, 
I shall place myself in some other way of making a meet 
preparation for the holy office, either in the Calvinistfo 
Academy, or in one of the Scotch Universities, where I 
shall be able to li^g at scarcely any expense. 4 • 


TO MR. R. A . 

MY DEAR ROBERT, Nottingham, 18 th April, 16 <>£ - 
I have just received your letter. Most fervently do I 
return thanks to God for this providential opening ; it has 
breathed new animation into me v and my breast expands 
with the prospect of becoming the minister of Christ where 
I most desired it ; but where I almost feared all probar 
bility of success was nearly at an end.- Indeed, I had 
begun to turn my thoughts to the dissenters, as pe<yde of 
whom I was destined} not by choice, but necessity, to be- 
come the pastor. Still, although Lkoew I should be happy 
any where, so that I were a profitable labourer in the vine- 
yard, I did, by no means, feel that calm, that indescribable 
satisfaction which I do, when 1 look towards that fhurch. 
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'which I think, in the main, formed on the apostolic model, 
and from which 1 am decidedly of opinion there is no po- 
sitive grounds for dissent. 1 return thanks to God for keep- 
ing me so long in su$]>onsc, for 1 know it has been beneficial 
to my soul, and l feel a considerable trust that the way is 
now about to be made clear, and that my doubts and fears 
on this head will, in due tune, be removed. 

Could 1 be admitted to St. John's, I conclude, from u'hat 
l have heard, that my provision would be adequate, not 
otherwise. Kiom my mother I could depend on 15/. or 20/. 
a-year, tf she live, towards college expenses, ami I could 
spend the long vacation at home. The 20/. per annum 
from my brother -would suffice for clothes, &c. ; so that if 
I could procure 20 /. a-year more, as you seem to think I 
may, by the kindnpss of Mr. Mnrtyn, I conceive I might, 
with economy, be supported at college: of this, however, 
you are the best judge. 

You may conceive how much 1 feel obliged by Mr. Mar- 
tyn on this head, as well as to you, for your unwearying 
exertions. Truly, friends have risen up to me in quarters 
where I could not have expected them, and they have been 
raised, as it were, by the finger of God. I have reason, 
above aT flfon, to be grateful to the Father of allmercies 
for his loving-kindness towards me; surely no one can have 
had more experience of the fatherly concern with which 
God watches over, protects, and succours his chosen seed, 
than I have had; and surely none could have less ex- 
pected such a manifestation of his grace, and none could 
have less merited its continuance. 

tt * # 

In pursuance of your injunction, I shall lay asido Gro- 
tlus, and take up Cicero and I ivy, or Tacitus. In Greek 
I must rest contented for the ensuing fourteen days With 
the Testament; 1 shall then have conquered the gospels, 
and, if things go oa smoothly, the Acts. 1 shall then read 
Home-, and perhaps PlatoVPhsedon, which I lately picked 
up at a stall. My classical knowledge is very superficial; 
itrhas very little depth or solidity *, but 1 have really so 
small A portion- of leisure, that I wonder at the progress I 
do-make. - I believe I must copy the olddivlncs, in rising 
at' four o’clock ; for my evenings are so much taken up 
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with visiting the sick, and with young men who come for 
religious conversation, that there is but little time for 
study. 


TO MR. R. MADDOGK. 

MY DEAR lilvN, Nottingham/sUb April, 1804. 

Truly I am gneved, that whenever 1 undertake to be 
the messenger of glad tidings, I should frustrate my own 
design, and communicate to my good intelligence a tint of 
sadness, as it were by contagion. Most joyfully did I sit 
down to write my last, as 1 knew I had wherewith to ad- 
minister comfort to you ; and yet, after all, I find that, by 
gloomy anticipations, I have converted my balsam into 
bitterness, and have by no meaus imparted that unmixed 
pleasure which I wished to do. 

Forebodings and dismal calculations are, 1 am convinced, 
very useless, and i, think very pci mcious speculations — 
* Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.'— And yet how 
apt are we, when imminent trials molest us, to increase the 
burden by melancholy ruminations on future evils ! — evils 
which exist only in our own imaginations* anA which} 
should they bo rcaTized, will certainly arrive in time to op- 
press us sufficiently without our adding to their existence 
by previous apprehension, and thus voluntarily incurring 
the penalty of misfortunes yet in perspective, and trials 
yet unborn. Let us guard, then, I beseech you, against 
thOseungrateful divinations into the womb of futurity — we 
know our affairs are in the hands of one Who has wisdom 
to do for us beyond our narrow prudence, and we eannot, 
by taking thought, avoid any afflictive dispensation which 
God’s providence, may have in store for us. Let us there- 
fore enjoy with thankfulness the present sunshine, without 
adverting to the common storm. Few and transitory are 
the intervals of calm and settled days with which ye are 
cheered in the tempestuous voyage of life > we ought there- 
fore to enjoy them, while they last, with umnixed delight, 
and not turn the blessinginfo a curse, by lamenting that it 
cannot endure without interruption . We^tny beloved friend 
are 'united in our affections by no common bands-^ bands 
which, I trust, are too stropg to be easily dissevered — yet we 
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taww not What God may intend with respect to us, nor have 
we any b&staess to inquire— we should rely on the mercy of 
our Father, who is in heaven — and if we are to anticipate, we 
should hope the best. I stand self- accused therefore for my 
prurient, mad, I may say, irreligious fears. A prudent 
foresight, as it may guard us from many impending dangers, 
is laudable ; but a morbid propensity to seine and brood 
over future ills, is agonizing, while it is utterly useless, and 
therefore ought to be repressed. 

I have received intelligence, piflcp writing the above. 
Which nearly settles my future destination. A— — - in- 
forms me that Mr. Martyn, a trhflow 0 f St. John's, has 
about S02. ary ear to dispose of towards keeping a religious 
man a# college — and he seems convinced that if my mother 
allows me 20/. a-year more, 1 may live at AY, John’s, pro- 
vided I could gain admittance, which, at that collegers dif- 
ficult, unless you have previously stood in the list far a 
year. Mr. Martyn thinks, if I propose myself immediately, 
I shall get upon the foundation, and by this day's post I 
have transmitted testimonials of my classical acquirements. 
In a few days, therefore, I hope to hear that I am on the 
boards of St, John's. 

Mr. UaslAvood has informed me, that he also haa re- 
ceived a letter frmp a gentleman, a magistrate near Cam- 
bridge, offering me all the assistance in his power towards 
getting through the college, so as there be no obligation. 
My way therefore is now pretty clear. 

I have just risen from my knees, returning thanks to our 
heavenly Father forCfo providential opening* — my heart 
hi qpite full. Help me to be grateful to him, and pray 
t&at I may be a faithful minister of his word. 


- TO BROTHER NEVILIJ5. ; 

MY ( pEAR NEVI LLE, * t , (tattle gham. 

I sit down with unfeigned pleasure to write, in corn* 
with your request* that I Would explain to you the 
md doctrines of the Ctafch of England, or, what is the 
shme thing, of the Bible. The subject is moat important, in- 
asmuch as it affects that part of man which is incorruptible, 
and which must exist fotever — his soul. When God made 
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the brute creation, he merely embodied the dust of the 
earth, and gave it the power of locomotion, or of moving 
about, and of existing in a certain sphere, i n order to afford 
mute animals a rule of action, by which they might be kept 
alive, he implanted in thetn certain instincts, fromwhich they 
can never depart. Such is that of sel f-preservation, and the 
selection of proper food. Bnt he not only endued man with 
these powers, but be gave him mind, or spirit— a faculty 
which enables him to ruminate on the objects which he 
dees not see— to compare, impressions — to invent— aqd to 
feel pleasure and pain^when their causes are either gone or 
past, or lie in the future'/ ^fhis is what constitutes the human 
soul. It is an immaterial essence — no one knows what it 
consists of, or Where it resides ; the brain and the hetart are 
the organs which it most seems to affect ; bnt it would be 
absurd to infer therefrom, that the material organs of die 
heart and brain constitute the soul, seeing that the impres- 
sions of th4 mind sometimes affect one organ and sometimes 
the other. Thus, when any of the passions — love, hope, 
fear, pleasure, or pain, are excited, we feel them, at bur 
heart. -When we discuss a topic of cool reasoning, the pro- 
cess is carried on in the brain : yet both parts are' in a 
greater or less degree acted upon on all occasions 9 and we 
may therefore conclude, that the soul resides in neither in- 
dividual!^ but is an immaterial spirit, which occasionally 
impresse£'the one, and occasionally the other. That the 
soul is immaterial, has been proved to a mathematical de- 
monstration. When we strike r we lift up our arm— when 
we walk, we protrude our legs alternately— 1 but when we 
think, we move no organ ; the 1 bason depends on ho action 
of matter, but seems as it were to hover over us, to regulate 
the machine of our bodies, and to meditate and speculate on 
things abstract as well as simple, extraneous as well as con- 
nected with our individual welfare, without having any ’ 
bond which can unite it with our gross corporeal bodies. 
The flesh is like' the temporary tabernacle which th) soul 
inhabits, governs, and regulates ; but as it does not consist 
in any organisation of matter; odr bodies may die/ and re- 
turn to the -dust from whence (hey were taken, while oiy* 
spuls— incorporeal essences— aTe incapable of death and 
atanibilatlotr. The spirit is that portion* of God’s qjrn im- 
mortal nature, which he breathed into our cley&t our birth, 
v * 
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Anil which therefore cannot be destroyed, but will continue 
to exist when its earthly habitation is mingled with its parent 
dust. We must admit, therefore, what all ages and nations, 
savage as well as civilized, have acknowledged, that we 
have souls, and that, as they are incorporeal, they do not 
die with our bodies, but are necessarily immortal. The 
question then naturally arises, what becomes of them after 
death ? Here man of his own wisdom must stop : — but God 
has thought fit, in his incrcy, to reveal to us in a great 
measure the secret of our natures, and in the Holy Scrip- 
tures wc find a plain and intelligible account of the pur- 
poses of our existence, and the thfjdgs we have to expectin 
the world to come. And here t shall just remark, that the 
authenticity and divine inspiration of Mostoare established 
beyond a doubt, and that no learned man can possibly 
deny their authority. Over all nations, even among the 
savages pf America, cut out as it were from the eastern 
world, there are traditions extant of the flood, of Noah, 
Moses, and other patriarchs, bynames which come so near 
the proper ones, as to remove all doubt of tbeir identity. 
You know mankind is continually increasing in number ; 
and consequently, if you make a calculation backwards, the 
numbers mtist continue lessening and lessening, until you 
come to a point where there was only ?ttie man. Well, ac- 
cording to the most probable calculation, this*' point will 
be found to be about'5,600 years back, viz. the time of the 
creation, making allowance for the floods Moreover, there 
are appearances upon the surface of the globe, which de- 
note thfe manner in whichit was founded, and the process 
thus developed foill befoul Id to agree very exactly with the 
.figurative account of Moses. — (Of this l shall treat in a 
Subsequent letter.)— ^Admitting then, that the books of the 
Pentateuch were written by divine inspiration, we seathid 
before %s the whole history of opr race, and, including the 
Prophets, and the New Testament, the whole scheme of 
our future existence ; w» learn, in the first place, that God 
create^ man in fc itate of perfect happiness, that tie was 
placed in the midst of every thing that could delight the 
,eye. dr fth^nietetbe mind, add that he had only one com- 
mand im^raed upprt hira, which he was to keep under the 
penalty df death; ' This command Goiliuw been' pleased to 
cover ” to’ otf t dyes tpth Impenetrable obscurity* Moses, in 
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the figurative language of the East, calls it eating the fruit 
of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. But this we 
ca,n understand, that in an rebelled against the command of 
his Maker, and plunged himself by that crime from a state 
of bliss to a slate of sorrow, and in the end, of de^th. — By 
death here is meant, the exclusion of the soul from future 
happiness. It followed, that if .A dam fell from bliss, his pos- 
terity must fall, for the fruit must be like the parent stock ; 
and a man made as it were dead, must likewise bring forth 
children under theaaoap' curse. — Evil cannot beget good. 

But the benign Father of the universe had pity upon 
Adam and bis posterity, and, knowing the frailty of our 
nature, he did not wish to assume the whole terrors of his 
just vengeance. Still God is a being who is infinitely jurf , 
as well as infinitely merciful, and therefore his decrees arc 
not to be dispensed with, and his offended justice must have 
expiation. , The case of mankind was deplorable; * myriads 
yet unborn were implicated by the crime of their common 
progenitor in general rnin. But the mercy of God prevailed, 
and Jesus Christ, the Messias, of whom all ages talked be- 
fore he came down amongst men, offered himself up as an 
atonement; for man’s crimes. — 'The Son of God hjmself, in- 
finite in m^roy, 'Offered to take up the human form, to un- 
dergo the severest pains of human life, and the severest 
paQgs of death ; he offered to lie under the power of the 
grave for a certain -period, and, in a word, tq sustain all 
the punishment of our primitive disobedience in the stead of 
man. The atonement was infinite} because God’s justice 
^ as infinite ; and nothing but 'yich an atopement.could have 
saved the fallen race. 

The death of Christ then takes away the stain of origi- 
nal sin, and gives man at least the poweh of attaining 
eternal bliss. Still our salvation is conditional, andpre have . 
certain requisitions to comply with ere we can he secure of 
heaven. — I he next question then is. What are the condi- 
tions on which we are to he saved ? Theword of tfqd here 
comes in ogiin in elucidation* of our duty : the chief point 
insisted upon is, that we should keep God’s Law contained 
in tb«.Ten Command mentf ; but as t^t ,omhriion or breach 
of one article of the two tables isacripJe just of as great 
magnitude as the original sin, and entails tb& penalty on 
us as much as if we had infringed the whole, God, seeing 
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our fruity, provided a means of effecting our salvation, in 
which nothing should be required of us but reliance on his 
truth. — God sent the Saviour to bear the weight of our 
sins ; he, therefore, requires us to believe implicitly, that 
through his l?lood we shall be accepted. This is the sue- 
cedanenta which he imposed in lieu of the observance of the 
moral law. Faith l,B elieve and yb s^all be saved. 
— He requires from us to throw ourselves upon the Re- 
deemer; to look for acceptance through him alone, to regard 
ourselves as depraved, debased, fallen creatures, who can 
do nothing worthy in his sights tfho only hope for 
mercy through the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Faith 
is the foundation-stone ; Faith id the superstructure ; Faith 
is all iu all .—‘By Faith arc ye saved ; by Faith are ye 
justified.’ 

How easy, my dear Neville, are the conditions God im- 
poses upon us I He only commands us to feel the tie of 
common gratitude, to trust in the mediation of his Son, and 
all shall be fotgi ven us. And" shall our pride, our deluded 
imaginations, our false philosophy, interfere to blind our 
eyes to the beauties of so benevolent, so benign a system ? 
-*»Or sbaU e&.thly pleasures engross all our thoughts, nor 
leave space for a pare fqr our souls l — Goa forbid! .As for 
Faith, if our hearts are hardened, and we Cannot feel that 
implicit, that fervent belief* which the Scripture requires, 

, let us pray, to God, that he will send his Holy Spirit down 
upends, that he will enlighten our understanding with the 
knowledge of that truth which is too vast, too sublime for 
' human understandings, un .ssisted by Ditine Grace, to 

comprehend* 

X have here drawn a hasty outline of the gospel-plan of 
saljfatfon* 'In a future letter I shall endeavour to fill it up. 
At present I shall only say, Think ou these things !-r-They 
are of moment inconceivable.— Read your Bible, in order 
to confirm youfle^jn these sublime:, truths, and prey to 
God to saRetJfy^yW the instructions it contains. At 
present I wOnJA Jft' your attention, exclusively, to the 
New Testarndtit.^ Read also the book which accompanies 
this letter the great Locke, and will serve to 

shew yon dhat^tojinustrloha a philosopher thought of Re- 
velation* r ■ - v* , 
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TO MU. 11. -A . 

DEAR ROBERT, Nottingham, May 7th, l&t. 

• « • * 

You don’t know how I long to hear how your declama- 
tion was received, and * all about it,' as we say in these 
parts. I hope to see it, when I see its author and pro* 
nounccr. Themistocles, no doubt, received due praise from 
yon for his valour*afc$ guhtletp; but I trust you poured 
down a torrent of elOtpfcstit indignation upon the ruling prin- 
ciple of his actions aqd the motive of his conduct, while 
you exalted the mild and unassuming virtues of his more . 
amiable rival. The object of Themistoclcs was the aggran- 
dizement of himself, that of Aristides the welfare and pro- 
sperity of ' the stato. The oue endeavoured to swell the 
glory of his country ; the other to promote itp security, 
external and internal, foreign and domestic. While you 
estimated the services which Themistocles rendered to the 
state in opposition to those of Aristides, you of course re* 
membered that the former had the largest scope for action, 
and that he influenced his countrymen to fall into all his 
plans, while they Vanished his competitor, not Dy h!s superior 
wisdom or goodness, but by those intrigues and factious ar- 
tifices which Aristides would have disdained, Themisto- 
cles certainly did use bad means to a desirable end ; and if 
we may assume it as an axiom, that Providence will for- 
ward the designs of a good, sooner than those of a bad 
man; whatever inequality of abilities there may he be- 
tween the two characters, it ^ill follow thaf, had Athens 
remained under the guidance of Aristides, it would have 
been better for her. The difference between Themistocles 
and Aristides seems to me to be this : That the former wad 
a wise and a fortunate man ; and that the latter, though 
he had equal wisdom, had not equal good fortune. We may 
admire the heroic qualities and crafty policy of rthe one, 
but to the temperate and disiDterest^ patriotism , the good 
and yirjtuous disposition of thaoth erjerg dad alone gfve the 
meed of heartfelt pr aise. ' ♦ 

I only mean by this, that we m'U# not infer Themisto- 
cles to have been the better or tM greater mao» because 
he rendered more essential services to the Mate than Aril- 
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tides, nor even that his system was the most judicious,— 
but only, that, by decision of character, and by good for- 
tune, his measures succeeded best, 

• t • • 

The rules of composition are, iu my opinion, very few* 
If we have a mature acquaintance with our subject, there 
is little fear of our expressing it as we ought, provided we 
have had iome, little experience in writing. The fiist thing 
to be aimed at is perspicuity, That is the great point, 
which, once attained, will make another obstacles smooth 
to us. In order to write {&&pigu$g^dy, we should have a 
perfect knowledge of thejppic on which we are about to 
treat, in all its bearings had .dependencies. We should 
think well before-hand what- will be the clearest method of 
conveying the drift of our design, ' This is similar to what 
the painters call the massing, or getting the effect of the 
more prominent lights and shades by broad dashes of the 
pencil. When our thesis is well arranged in our mind, and 
we have predisposed oUr arguments, reasonings, and illus- 
trations, sp as tbqy shall alV^jh^ea to the object in view, 
in regular sequence and gr^radj^wfr may sit down and 
exp i ess our ideas in as clear ^manner Ja^ we can, always 
uftag such words as are most Suited; to *^ir purpose; and 
. when two modes of expittyioii, equally lumidous, present 
themselves, selecting that which is the most harmonious 
and elegant. 

It sometimes happens that writers, in alining at perspi- 
cuity, overreach themselves, by employing too many words, 
and perplex the mind by a multiplicity of illustrations. This 
if a very fs%l error. ^Circumlocution seldom conduces to 
plainness; and you may take it as a maxim, that when 
once anidsfcis clearly expressed, every additional stroke 
Will anlyjptmfnse the mind, and diminish the effect. 

Whoa you have oboe learned to express yourself with 
clearness and prop rie ty, you will soon arrive at elegance.' 
Every,; hing-elsi Pjpa ct will follow as of course. But I 
wani'yomuiyojH g ^e>wder of things, and be paying 
your addresaj|v| f^^jra ces, when ypu ought to be study- 
fag oerspicuk j j g, jp^^r^ters. in general, are too solicit* 
oof to rouffd offlflp^^ddsi and regulato the cadences of 
their style. He^t$pieeble pleonasms and idle repetitions 
Which deform TOwpage*. If you would have your compo- 
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sitions vigorous, and masculine in their tone, let every word 
tell ; and when you detect yourself polishing oil' a sen- 
tence with expletives, regard yourself in exactly the same 
predicament with a poet who should eke out the measure 
of his verses with * titum, titom, tee, Sir/ 

So much for style 


TO K^R. A 

MY DEAR FRIEND, Nottingham, 9th May, 1804. 

• * ‘ • * 

I have not spoken as yet to Messrs. Coldham and En- 
field. Your injunction to suspend so doing, has left me in. 
a state of mind, which, I think, 1 am blaraeable for indulg 
ing,but which is indescribably painful. I had no deep 1 last 
night, partly from anxiety, and partly from the effects of 
a low fever, which has preyed on my nerves fur the last 
six or seven days. I am Afraid, Robert, my religion is very 
superficial. I ought not to feel this distrust of, God's pro- 
vidence. Should 1 now be prevented from going college, 
I shall regard it hi' a just punishment for my want of faith*. 

I conclude Mr. Ma/tyn has failed in procuring the aid 
he expected. Is it so? 

" • , * • * 

On these contingencies, Robert, you must know from my 
peculiar situation, 1 shall nev^r be able to get„to college. ■ 
My mother, at all times averse, has lately been pressed by 
one. of the deacons of Castlegate Meeting, to prievaft on me 
to go to Dr., Williams. This idea now fills behead, And 
she would feel no small degree of pleasure in the'jfcilure of 
m> resources for college. Besides this, her natural anxiety 
for my welfare will never allow her tojw^rnnt me to go jto 
the university depending almost entir^Mj herself? know- 
ingnot only the inadequacy, but j wiqertcfinty, 

of her aid. Ccddham and Enfieldf j%^||]^fs£ lie- satis-* 
fied that my way is clear; I trem^pPm^dss^air. *A 
variety of contending, emotions, VHwpiW etuinot particu- 
larize, agitate my mind. I tremble l«stl &dbld hdve mis- 
taken my call ; these are solemn warnings' ---but no — X 
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cannot entertain the thought. To the ministry I am de- 
voted, I believo, by God; in -what way must be left to his 
providence. 


. TO IIIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Nottingham, June, 1804. 

IN answer to your question, whether the Sizars have any 
duties to perform, I answer, No. * Somebody, perhaps, has 
been hinting that there are servile dffices to be performed 
by Sizars. It is a common opinion, but perfectly erro- 
neous. The Oxford servitors, 1 believe, have many un- 
pleasant duties ; but the Sizars at Cambridge only differ 
from the rest in name. 


TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR BEN, Nottingham, June lfith, 1804. 

I do not sit jiown to write you a long letter, for I have 
been too dmch exhausted with matkema^ts to have much 
vigour of mind left ; my lines will therefore be wider than 
they are wont to be, and I shall, for once, be obliged to dif- 
fuse a little matter over abroad surface. For a consolatory 
letter I trust you have little need, as by this time you have 
no doubt learned to meet with calmness, those temporary 
privations and ioconvqniencp which, in this life, we must 
expect, and therefore should be prepared to encounter* 

* * w # 

/This is trip — this is Christian philosophy : it is a phi- 
Josophy in which we must all, sooner or later, be instituted, 
and which, if you steadfastly persist in seeking, I am sure 
God will assist you jto your manifest comfort and peace. 

Thert are son^k,and there are misfortuneswhich bow 
down the *Pi4t teypmfcthe aid of all human comfort. Of 
these, I know* yon have had more than com- 

mon experience while the cup of life does overflow 
with draughts of subhfextreme Asperity, we ought to fortify 
ourseive/ againsfr Jflmr evttr, ns unimportant to man, who 
has much header woes to expect, and to the Christian 
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whose joys are laid beyond the verge of mortal existence. 
There are afflictions, there are privations* where death and 
hopes irrecoverably blasted, leave no prospect of re- 
trieval ; when 1 would no more say to the mourner, * Man, 
wherefore weepest thou.” than I would ask the winds why 
they blew, or the tempest whyit raged. Sorrows like these 
are sacred ; but the inferior troubles of partial separation, 
vexatious occupation, and opposing current of human af- 
fairs arc such as ought not, at least immoderately, to aifect 
a Christian,, but rather ought to be contemplated as the ne- 
cessary accidents of. lift, and disregarded while their pains 
arc more sensibly felt. ' - 

Do not think, I beseech you, my dear Ben, that 1 wish 
to represent your sorrows as light or trivial : I know they 
are not light ; I know they are not trivial : but I wish to 
induce you to summon up the man within you; and while 
those unhappy troubles, which you cannot alleviate, must 
continue to tormeut you, I would exhort you to rise superior 
to the crosses of life, and shew yourself a genuine disciple 
of Jesus Christ, in the endurance of evil without repining, 
or unavailable lamentations. 

Blest as you ore with the good testimony of an approving 
conscience, and happy in fin intimate com mi midg with the 
all-pure and aU-usrciful God, these trifling concerns ought 
not to molest you , ne£, were the tide of adversity to turn- 
strong against you, even were your friends to ‘forsake youi 
add abject poverty to stare you in the face, you ohght to 
be abundantly thankful to God for his mercies to you ; you- 
oqght to consider yourself still os rich, yea, to look*tt&n& 
you, and say, t am far happier tb«0 the sons of Wh. ' 

This is a system of philosophy which, for fcbaU 

not only preach, blit practise. We are here for bolder puy^' 
poses than to wast8 the fleeting moments of oiif^9$» i* da- 
mentations and wailings over troubles, which, in tklitdrJde*^ 
extent, do but affect the preseut state, and which, perhaps/ 
only regard our personal ease and prosperity. ^Make me an 
outcast — a beggar ; place mea barffiffeg pilgrimr on the 
top of the Alps or the Pyrenees, an<jQL s $hauld have ^fcgns*-, 
withel to sustain the spirit wltbinp^^i^e refleotfop'thhf 
all this was but. as for a moment,' ^period wdtyri 
come when, wrong, frfr ry,‘ should be no 

more. Arc we to be « $terly enslaililjbyhabft aud as* 

- *' W b 
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sociatioD, that we shall spend our lives in anxiety and bitter 
care, only that' we may find a covering for our bodies, or 
the means of assuaging hunger? for what else is an anxiety 
after the world ? Or are even the followers of Christ them- 
selves to be infected with the inane, the childish desire of 
heaping together wealth ? Were a man, in the way of mak- 
ing a large fortune, to take up his hat and stick, and say, 

* I atn useless here, and unhappy ; I will go and abide with 
the Gentoo or the Paraguay, where I shall be happy and 
useful/ he would be laughed at ; but I say he would prove 
himself a more reasonable and virtqons man, than him who 
binds himself down to a business which he dislikes, because 
it would be accounted strange, or foolish, to abandon so 
good a concern, and who heaps up wealth, for which he has 
little relish, because the world accounts it policy. 

I will refrain from pursuing this tone of reasoning. I 
know the weakness of human nature, and I know that we 
may argue With a deal of forco, to shew the folly of grief, 
whea we ourselves are its passive victims. But whether 
strength of mind prevail with you, or Whether you still in- 
dulge in melancholy bodings and repiniugs, I am still your 
friend, nay, your sympathizing friend. Hard and callous, 
and * unf^eUdfe' os I may seem, I have a heart for my ever 
dear Benjamin, HENRY Kr&KE WHITE. 

% TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

. £>BAR NEVILLE, Wilford, near Nottingham, — , 1904 . 
£ WOW write to you from a little cottage at Wilford, where 
I have taken a room for a fortnight, as well for the benefit 
of my health, as for the advantage of uninterrupted study. 
•I liya in'a homely house, in a homely style, but am well 
eetnpied/and perfectly at my ease. 

^ And now, my deer brother, I must sincerely beg pardon 
; for all these manifold neglects of which I cannot bat accuse 
myfefei&owards you, Wheel recollect innumerable requests 
.in your letters, wMfch I have not noticed, and manyin- 
. quiries l ha vaj^t, satisfied, I almost feel afraid that you - 
; will imagine! Oblonfea regard your letters with brotherly 
' fondness, and thgtybu wiU cease to exercise towards me 
yoifr Wonted confidence and U ft*deb$>. Indeed, you may 
taka my Word, they have arisen. AW »y peculiar circum- 
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stances, and not from any concern or disregard of your 
wishes. I am now bringing my affairs (Jatigh not at the 
word) into some regularity, after all the hurry and confu- 
sion in which they have been plunged, by the distraction of 
mind attending my publication, and the projected change of 
my destination in life. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

BEAR NEVILLE, , Wilford, near Nottingham, — , 160 *. ■ 

*.■*.* • * V 

I have run very much on the wrong side of the post here; 
for having sent copies round to such persons as had given 
me in their names, as subscribers, with Compliments, they 
have placed them to the account of presents ! 

• « * * 

And now, my dear Neville, I must give you the most in* 
genious specimen of the invention of petty envy you per- 
haps overheard of. When Addison produced * Cato,* it was 
currently received, that he had bought it of a vicar for 4QZ. 
The Nottingham gentry, knowing me too poor to buy my 
poems, thought they could do no better than place it to the 
account of family affection, and, lo, Mrs. Sftitlnis become 
the sole author, who has made use of her brother’s name as 
a feint ! I heard of this report first covertly : it Was said 
that Mrs. Smith was the principal writer : next it was Said 
that 1 was the author of one of the inferior smaller pieces 
only, (* My Study ;') and lastly, on mentioning the eifeunu 
stances to Mr. A — , he confessed that he had heard Several 
times that my * sister was thrtole quill-driver of the family, 
and that Master Henry, in particular, was rather shallow, * 
but that he had refrained from telling me, because he thought 
it would vex mo. Now, as to the vexing me, "It only has 
afforded me a hearty laugh. I sent my compliments to one 
great lady, whom I beard propagating this ridiculous re- 
port, and congratulated her on her ingenuity, tejjing her, 
as a great secret, that neither my sister or my self had any 
claim to any of the poems, for the rigjfcauthor Wastbe 
Great Mogul's cousin-german*. The best pact of the rtory 
is* that my good friend, Eery am in Murdock, found means 
to getme to write verses extempore, to whether I ctmld 

teg rhymes or not, which, it seems, hbdoubted. > 
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V BUSES REFERRED TO IN THE FOREGOING LETTER. 
THpu base repiner at another's joy, 

Whose eye turns green at merit not thine own, 

Oh, far away from generous Britons fly. 

And find on meaner climes a fitter throne. 

Away, away, it shall not be, 

Thou shalt not flare defile our plains; 

The truly generous heart disdains 
Thy meaner, lowlier fires, while he 
Joys at another's joy, and smiles at others' jollity. 
Triumphant monster! though thy schemes succeed — 
Schemes laid in Acheron, the brood of night, 

YetV but a little while, and nobly freed. 

Thy happy victim will emerge to light ; 

When o'er his head iu silence that reposes. 

Some kindred soul shall come to drop a tear ; 

Then will his last cold pillow turn to roses, 

, Which thou hadst planted with the thorn severe; 
.Then will thy baseness stand confess’d, and all 
Will curse .the ungenerous fate, that bade a Poet fall. . 


Yet, ah ! thy arrows are too keen, too lure ; 

. Couldst thou not pitch upon another prey ? 

Alas I iu robbing him thou robb'st the poor. 

Who only boast what thou wouldst take away ; 

See the lone Bard at midnight study sitting. 

O'er his pale features streams his dying lamp; 
While o'er fond Fancy's pa<e perspective flitting, 
Successive forms their Heet ideas stamp. 

Yet say, is bliss upon his brow impress'd ; „ 

Does jocund Health in thought's still mansion live ? 
Lo, the Gold dews that on his temples rest, 

- That short quick sigh — their sad responses give. 

And egpst thou rob, a Poet of his song ; 

Snatch from the Sard his trivial meed of praise ? 
Small are his gf&ts, dor does he hold them long : 
ThonJeave, oh leave him to enjoy his lays * 

. While yet he lives— fqr to his merits just, 

Tbbngji future, ages join h$s fame to raise, 

Will the loud trump hwakahis cold unheeding dust ? 
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TO MR, B. MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR BF.N, Nottingham, 7th July, 1804. 

The real wants of life are few; the support of the body, 
simply, is no expensive matter ; and ais we are not mad 
upon silks and satins, the covering of it will not be more 
costly. The only superfluity I should covet would be books, 
but I havu learued how to abridge that pleasure ; and having 
sold the dower of my library for the amazing sum of six 
guineas, I mean to try whether meditation will not supply 
the place of general reading, and, probably, by the time I 
am poor and needy, 1 shall look upon a large library like a 
fashionable wardrobe, gopdly and pleasant, but as to the 
real utility, indiffeient. 

So much for Stoicism, and now for Mowchiton — X shall 
never, never ua&rry ! It cannot, must not be. As to affec- 
tious, mine ore already engaged as much as they will ever 
be, and this is one reason why X believe my life will be a 
life of celibacy. I pray to God that itnnay be so, and 
that I may be happy in that state. I love too ardently to 
make love innocent, and therefore I say, farewell to it. 
Besides, I have another inducement, 1 canogt introduce a 
woman into povt,my for; my love’s sake, nor coflld I bear 
to see such a one aa I must marry struggling with- nar- 
row circumstances, and sighing for the fortunes of her chil- 
dren. No, 1 say, foibear! and may the example of St, 
Gregory of Naa. and St. Basil, support me. 

All friends are well, except your humble scribe, who has 
got a little' too much into his oty way since your departure* 
studying and musing, and dreaming of every thing, but his 
health : still amid all his studying, musings, and dreams* 
Your true friend and brother* 

If. K. WHITE. 


TO THE EDITOR. 


Nottingham* July 0 th* 1804 . 


1 can now inform you, that I Have reason to believe my 
way through college is dear before me; ^rom what source 
I know not; but through the hands of Mr. Simeon I am 
provided with 80 U per annum ; and- while things go on so 
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prosperously as they do now, I can command 20 ?. or 30?. 
more from my friends, and this, in all probability, until I 
take my degree. The friends to whom 1 allude are my 
mother ■, and brother. 

My mother has, for these five years past, kept a boarding 
school in Nottingham : and, so long as her school continues 
in its present state she can supply me with 15/. or 20?. per 
annum, without inconvenience; but should she die (and her 
health is, I fear, but infirm), that resource will altogether 
fail. Still, I think, my prospect is So, good as to preclude 
any anxiety on my part ; and perhaps my income will be 
more than adequate to my wants, as 1 shall be a Sizar of 
St. John’s, where the college emoluments are more than 
commonly large. 

lu this situation of my affairs, you will perhaps agree 
with me in thinking that a subscription for a volume of poems 
will not be necessary; and, certainly, that measure is one 
which will be better avoided, if it may be. I have lately 
looked over what poems I have by me iu manuscript, and 
find them more numerous than I expected ; but many of them 
would perhaps be styled mopish and maukish, and even 
mUanthropity In the language of the world ; though, from 
the latte# seutiment, I am sure I can sqy„ no one is more 
opposite than I am. These poems, therefore, will never see 
the light, as, from a teacher of that word which gives all 
strength to the feeble, more fortitude and Christian philoso- 
phy may, with justice, be expected than they display. The 
inemaindelrof my verses would not possess any great interest : 
mere description is often mere nonsense : and I have ac* 
quireda strange habit, whenever I do poiot out a train of mo- 
ral sentiment from the contemplation of a picture, to give it 
a gloomy and querulous cast, when there is nothing in the oc • 
eaSkta fcut what ought to inspire joy and gratitude. I have^ 
one pOera, however, of some length, which I shall preserve ; 
and I have another of considerable magnitude in design, but 
of whi^k only a partis written, which I am fairly at a loss 
whether to commit to the flames, or at some future oppor- 
tunity to finish. ^The subject is the death of Christ. I have 
np/rienebwhose opinion is at all to be relied on, to whom I 
could submit it, and, perhaps, after all, it may be absolutely 
worthless. ", * 

Wish regard to that part of my provision which is derived 
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from my unknown friend, it is of course conditional : and aa 
it is not a provision for a poet, but for a candidate for or- 
ders, I believe it is expected, and indeed it has been hinted, as 
a thing advisable, that I should barter the muses for mathe- 
matics, and abstain from writing verses at least until I take 
my degree. If I find that all my time will be requisite, jn 
order to prepare forthe important office I am destined tofill, 

I shall certainly do my duty, however severely it may cost 
me : but if I find I may lawfully and conscientiously relax 
myself at intervals, with those delightful reveries which 
have hitherto formed the chief pleasure of my life, I shall, 
without scruple, indulge myself in them. 

I know the pursuit of Truth is a much more important 
business than the exercise of the imagination ; and amid all 
the quaihtness and stiff method of the mathematicians, I can 
even discover a source of chaste and exalted pleasure. To 
their severe but salutary discipline, I mast now 'subdue the 
vivid shapings of my youth and though I shall cast many 
a fond lingering look to Fancy’s more alluring paths, yet I 
shall be repaid by the anticipation of days, when I may 
enjoy the sweet satisfaction of being useful, in no ordinary 
degree, to my fellow-mortals. 

TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 

DEAR SIR, Nottingham, 24th July, 1604. 

I think Mr. Moore's love poems are infamous, because 
they subvert the first great object of poetry— the encou- 
ragement of the virtuous and noble, and metamorphose Nu- 
tritious aliment into poison. I think the muses are degraded, 
when they are mode the handmaids of sensuality, and the 
bawds of a brothel. 

Perhaps it may be the opinion of a young man, but J thinks 
too, the oldsystem of heroic attachment, with all its attend- 
ant potions of honour and spotlessness,was, in the ens eal- - 
culated to promote the interests of the human rays; 
though it produced a temporary alienation of mind, perhaps 
bordering on insanity, yet With the very extravagance and 
madness of the sepbments, there were inwoven certain yn- 
Pjtridus principles of yirtqe and generosity, which wouldf^o- 
bably remain after time had evaporated the heat of«j»assi 08 V' 
nhd sobered the luxuriance of a romantic imagination. * I 
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think, therefore, a man of song is rendering the community 
a service when he displays the ardour of mouly affection in 
a pleasing light ; but certainly we need do incentivevto the 
igregular gratification of our appetites, and L should think it 
a proper punishment for the poet who holds forth the allure- 
ments of illicit pleasures in amiable nod seductive colours, 
should, bis wife, his sister, or his child fall a victim to the 
licentiousness he has been instrumental in diffusing. 

TO MR. B. MApDOCK. 

hff DEAR DEN, Winterlngliam, August 3, 1804. 

1 ax all anxiety to learn the issue of your proposal to your 
'father. Surely it will proceed; surely a plan laid out 
with such fair prospects of happiness to you, as well as me, 
will Hot be frustrated. Write to me the moment you have 
any information on the subject. 

1 think we shall be happy "together at Cambridge ; and in 
-the ardent pursuit of Christian knowledge, and Christian 
virtue, we shall be doubly united. We were before friends : 
how, 1 hope, lively to be still more emphatically so. But 
I must not anticipate. 

' I leftjNotiingham without seeing my brother Neville, 
who arrived there two days after mp.^This is a circum- 
stance which I much regret ; but I hope ho will come this 
way, when bo goes, according to his intention, to a watering 
, place.' Neville has been a good brother to me, and there 
are not many things which would give me more pleasure 
thaA, after so long a separation, to see him Again. I dare 
not hope that I shall meet you and him together in October, 
at Nottingham. 

My day^ flow on here in an even tenor. They are, in- 
deed, studious days, for my studies seem to multiply on my 
hearty a|d I am so much occupied with them, that I am be- 
; Coming' Sf mere book-worm, running over the rules of Greek 
■ * versification in m^ walks, instead of expdti^tingon the beau- 
ties or the surrounding scenery. Wiuteringhara is, indeed, 
noWn delightful place: the trees are in fall verdure, the 
crops aqshrownifig the fields, and my-fqrmer walks are be- 
obrae dry under foot, which I have tiaVer known them to be 
f , before, . The opeoing vista, fromour churchyard, over the 
number, to the hUU,?ipd receding vales of Yorkshire, as- 
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spines a thousand new aspects. 1 sometimes watch it at 
evening, when the sun is just gilding the summits of the hills, 
and the lowlands are beginning to take a browner hue. The 
showers partially falling in the distance, while all is serene 
above me ; the ev elling sail rapidly falling down the river; 
and, not least of all, the villages, woods, and villas on 'the 
opposite bank, sometimes render this scene quite enchanting 
to me; and it is no contemptible relaxation, after- a man has 
been puzzling his brains over the intricacies of Greek cho- 
ruses all the day, to come out and unbend his mind with 
careless thought and negligent fancies, while he refreshes 
his body with the fresh air of the country. 

I wish you to have a taste of these pleasures with me; 
and if ever I should live to be blessed with a quiet parson- 
age, and that great object of toy ambition, a garden, l have 
no doubt but we shall be, for some short intervals at least, 
two quiet, contented bodies. These will be our relaxations ; 
our business will be of a nobler kind. Let us vigilantly for- 
tify ourselves against the exigencies of the serious appoint- 
ment we are, with God’s blessing, to fulfil; and if we go 
into the church prepared to do our duty, there is every rea- 
sonable prospect that our labours will be blessed, and- that 
we shall be blessed '« them. As your habits generally have 
been averse to what is called close application^! will be too 
much for your strength, as well as unadvisablc in other points 
of view, to study very intensely ; but regularly you may, 
and must read ; and depend upon it, a man will work- more 
wonders by stated and constant application, than by unna- 
tural and forced endeavours. . 

* • * * 

TO" MR. B. MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR $EN, Nottingham, September, 1804. 

By the , time you will open this letter, we shall have parted, 
God only knows whether ever to meet again. The chances 
and casualties of human life are such as to render it always 
questionable -whether three months may not separate us for 
ever from au absent friend. 

Tor my part, I shall feel a vacuum when you ate gone, 
which will not easily be filled up. I shall miss my only 
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intimate friend — the companion of my walks — the inter 
rupter of my evening studies. I shall return, in a great 
measure, to my old solitary habits. I cannot associate 
with • * nor yet wiiK * * * has no place in my 
affections, though he has in my esteem. It was to you 
alone I looked as my adopted brother, and (although, for 
reasons you may hereafter learn, T have not made yon my 

perfect confidante) my comforter. Heu mihf amice. 

Vale, longurn Vale ! 1 hope you will sometimes think of 
me, and give me a portion in your prayers. 

* * # * 

Perhaps it may be that I am not formed for friendship, that 
I expect more than can ever be found . Time will tutor me; 
I am a singular being under a common outside : I am a pro- 
found dissembler of my inward feelings, and necessity has 
taught me the art. I am long before I can unbosom to a 
friend, yet, I 1 think, I am sincere in my friendship : you 
must not attribute this to any suspiciousness of nature, but 
must consider that I lived seventeen years my own confi- 
dante, my own friend, full of projects and strange thoughts, 
and confiding them to no one. 1 am habitually ^served, 
and habitually cautious in letting it be seen that T hide any 
thing. 'Towards you T would fain conq* ir these habits, and 
this is one step towards effpctinglhe conquest. 

I am not well, Ben, to-night, as my hand-writing and 
style will shew ; I have rambled on, however, to some 
length; my letter may serve to beguile a few moments on 
your way. 1 must say good-bye to you, and may God 
bless you, and preserve you, and be your guide and di- 
rector for ever! Remember, he is always with you; re* 
member, that in him you have a comforter in every gloom, 
In your wakeful nights, when you have n,ot me to talk to, 
hir ear will be bent down on your pillow ; what better bo- 
Bom friend has a man than the merciful and benignant Fa- 
ther of all ? Happy, thrice happy, are you in the privilege 
ftf hi8 % £race and acceptance. 

Dear Ben, 

I am your true friend, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

DEAR KIRKE, High Pavement, October 4tb, 4804. 

Fob you t kind and very valuable present, 1 know not how 
to thank you. The archbishop* his long been one of my 
most favourite divines; and a complete set of his sermons 
really ‘ sett me up.' I hope I am able to appreciate the' 
merits of such a collection, and I shall always value them 
apart from their merit, as a memento of friendship. 

1 hope that, wheu our correspondence begins, it will nei- 
ther be lax nor uninteresting ; and that, on both sides, it 
may be productive of something more than mere amuse- 
ment. 

While we each strive to become wiser in those things 
wherein trve wisdom is alone to be found, we may mutu- 
ally contribute to each, other's success, by the communica- 
tion of our thoughts : and that we may both become pro- 
ficients in that amiable philosophy which makes us happier 
by rendering us better ; that philosophy which alone makes 
us wise unto salvation, is the prayer of, 

Dear Kirke, 

Your sincere friend, 

HENRY KlllKE WHITE. , 


TO MR. JOHN CIIARLESWORTII. 

AMICE DIL£CTE,t Winteringham, , 1804. 

Pt/DERET me infrequentioe nottrarum litcrarum, nisi hoc 
ex te pendere sentirem. Epistolas a te miss as non prius 
accept quara kalendis Decembris — res mihi acerha, nihilo- 
minus ad ferendum levior, dam me non tibi ex animQ pjror- 
sqs excidisse satis exploratum est. 

Gavisus sum, & litteris tuis, amico Roberto dicatis,cftu) 

etiamnum cxcolendajn cum tiro omui doctrink erudfto.— 
Satis scio te, illo dupe, virum doctissimum etin optimarum 
allium studiis exquisitissiinum futurum esse : baud tauten . 

* Tillotson. 

t.Thla letter v$s written wlien our author was but commenc- 
ing his classical Studies, and mutt therefore not be considered 
as a specimen ofws Latlnity. 
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his facultatibus contentum, sed aitiora petentera, ncmpe sa- 
lutem humaui generis et sancta verbi divini arcana. 

Vix jam, amico ! recrcor u tnprbo, a quo graviter aegro- 
tavi : vix jam incipio membra languors confecta in diem 
apertam irahere. Tactus arid 1 mand febris, spatiosas trivi 
aoctes lacrymis et gcmitQ. Yidi, eiira in conspecta mortis 
collocatus fuernn, vidi omnia clariura facta, intellexi me 
non fidem Christi satis servasse, non, ut famulum Dei, fide* 
liter vitam cgisse. iEgritudo multa prius celata patefacit. 
Hoc ipse sensi et omnes, sint sane religiosi, sint boni.idom 
sentient. Sed ego praecipud causam h abui cur me afflixerim 
et summisso animo ad pedern crucis abjecerim. Itno vero 
et lacrymas copiose effudi et interdum consolatio Sancti 
Spiritus turbinem animi placavit. Utinam vestigium hujus 
periculi semper in animo relineam ! 

Non dubito quiu tibi gratum erit audire de moribns et 
studiis nostris. Praeceptor nobis, nomine Grainger, non d 
collegio educatus fuit, attamen doctrine baud mediocris eat, 
pietate eximius. Ili/pOdidetacalus fuit in schol& viri tstius 
docti et admodum venerandi Josephi Milner, qui eum di- 
lcxit atque honoravit. Mores jucundi et faciles^ipt, urba- 
nitate ac l^por'e suavitcr conditi, quanquam interdum in 
vultu triitis severitas inest. Erga bonis roansuetUs, malis 
sc durior gerit. — jEqud ferd est Pastor diligens, vir egre- 
gius, et praeceptor bonus. Cum isthoc legimus apud Grecos, 
Homerum et Demostbenem et Sanctas Scripturas, apud 
Latinos, Virgilium, Ciceronem et aliquaudo in ludo Te* 
rentium. Scribimus eliam Latind, et constructionis . et 
elegantisc gratis ; rtihilominus (li&c e pis tola teste) non opus 
est djeendi tibi quam paululum ego ipse profiefo. In scri* 
bendo Latind, prater consuetudinom in lingua Anglican a, 
sum lentus, piger, ineptus. • Verba stillantheu quam otiosdf, 
et quum tandem visa sint quam inelegantil 1 Spero tamen 
usu atque animo diligenter adhibendoikinde Latinis ser* 
monibos atiquam adipisci facilitatem, nunc ferd oportet me 
conteUuin esse cupire et laborare,, paululum pOtttindo, 
magna moliendo. 

IntSIKgis, procnl dubio, nos vicuna incolere \^interingha- 
n^eosis, tipis situm Humbert fluminis, sed notidutn forsan 
senvias* locum esse agrestem, fluviis, collibus, arvis, omni 
decora jervenustum. Domus nostraTemplo Deiadjacet; 
hi tergo aunt dulces-horti et terrerm ogfitr arboribus ere- 
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bri septus, qnft dcambulare solenms. Circumcirca sunt ru-> 
rales pagi qmbus sa?pu cum otium agamus, post prandium 
imus. Est villa, nomiue Whittouia, ubi a celsfi. rupe videre 
potes fluuen Trentiivasto Humbert? influens, et paulo altiits 
Oosem ilumen. ' * 

Infra sub opaca saxa fons est, cui potestas inest in lapi- 
deu materias alienas convertendi; ab altissimft. rupelabitur 
in littus, museum, conchas et fragiliores ramos aiborumin 
lopidem trausmutans. In prospcctu domfis montes Ebora- 
censes surgunt trans Humberum siii, sylvis et villis stipati, 
nunc solis radiis rideutes, nunc horridi nitnbis ac procellis. 
Vela navium ventis impleta ante fenestras satis longo inter- 
vallo prolabuntur : dum supra in aere procelso greges an - 
serum vast a; longo clamore volitant. Saepe in animo re- 
volvo verba ista llomeri : 


"ourr* npvtOotv irercnv&v t Ovea rroXXu 
Xrj vHov ytpuvtov, t) ki'>kvu>v £ouXix°3cipwv, 

’Ac uip kv Xciii&vi Kaucrrp ton aprpt peeOpa, 

J 'EvOa Kai 2 v 0 a tt otwvtoc ujaWofxtvat irrepvyeffcrt, 
K\ayw&nv jrpoKaOi^vvTUiv f cpapa^ti de tc XeifXwf 
"flj; run/ Zdvcu noXXii vewv dwo /cat kXktiuuv 
’Kj,* ttediov irpoxeovro iKapavipiov etc. 


* 

vJU. 


* • * • . 

Dum vitales auras carpam, 
Tuus, 

H. K. WHITE, 


TO MR. K. SWANN. 

DEAR K1HKE, Wfcteringliam, 30th Oct. 1604. 

We are safely arrived, and comfortably settled* in the 
parsonage of Winteringham. The house is most delight- 
fully situated close by the church, at a distance from the 
village* and with delightful gardens behind, and the 
ber before. The family is very agreeable, and the style in 
which we live is very superior. Our tutor is not ^afy a 
learned man, but the' best pastor, and most pleasing domes- 
tic man, I ever met with. You will be glad to hear we are 
thus charmingly situated. I have reason to thank God 
his goodness in leading me to so peaceful and happy a si- 
tuation. 
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blessing of Cod, if I am spared, employ in very important 
pursuits; and l tiust that T shall come away not only a 
wiser but a better man. I have here nothing to interrupt 
me — no noise — no society to disturb, or avocations to call 
me off, and if T do not make considerable improvements, I 
do not know when 1 shall. 

We have each our several duties to perform ; and though 
Cod has been pleased to place us in very different walks of 
life, yet we may mutually assist each other by counsel, by 
admonition, and by prayer. My calling is of a nature tho 
most arduous Und awful ; I need every assistance from 
above, and from my companions in the flesh; and no ad* 
vice will ever be esteemed lightly by me, which proceeds 
from a Servant of God, however trifling, or however ill ex- 
pressed. If your immediate avocations be less momentous, 
and less connected with the woi Id to come, your duty fs not 
the les9 certain, or the more lightly to be attended to.— You 
are placed in a situation wherein God expects from you ac- 
cording to your powers, as well as from me in mine: and 
there are various dark and occult temptations, ofwhich you 
are little aware, but into which you may easily and imper- 
ceptibly fall, unless upheld by the arm of Alu^ghty God. 
You stogd fu need, therefore, to exercise a constattfreliance 
on the Holy Spirit, and its influence^ and to waifch nar- 
rowly your own heart, that it conceive no secret sin : for 
although your situation be not so dangerous, nor your du- 
ties so difficult, yet, as the masks which Satan assumes are 
various, you may still find cause for spiritual fear and sor- 
row, and occasion for trembling, lest you should not have 
exercised your talents* in ‘proportion to their extent. It is 
a valuable observation, that there is no resting-place in 
the Spiiitual progress — we must either go backward or for- 
ward-; and when we are At a loss to know whether our mo- 
tints be onward or retrograde, we way rest assured, that 
there is something wanting which mnstbfc supplied — some 
* evil yet lurking ia the heart, or some duty slightly per- 
formed, " 

. You remember I heard Wt. * • on the night previous to 
my departure; I did not say fetich on his fbanner, but J 
^bought it neat, and the Setnlon far-better than I expected : 
but f must not be understood to approve altogether of Mr. 
* »'i pleaching. I think, in particular > he has one great 
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fault, that is elegance — he is not sufficiently plain. Re- 
member, wo do not mount the pulpit to say fine things, or 
eloquent things ; we have there to proclaim the good tidings 
of salvation to falleu man ; to point out the way of eternal 
life ; to exhort, to cheer, and to support the suffering sinner : 
these are the glorious topics upon which we have to enlarge 
— and will these permit the tricks of oratoi y, or the studied 
beauties of eloquence ? Shall truths and counsels like these 
be couched in terms which the poor and ignorant cannot 
comprehend ? — Let all eloquent preachers beware, lest they 
fill any man’s ear with sounding, words, when they should 
be feeding his soul with the bread of everlasting life ! Let 
them fear, lest, instead of honouring tiod, they honour 
themselves 1 . If any mao ascend the pulpit with the inten- 
tion of utteiing a fine thing , he is com mining a deadly sin. 
Remember, however, that there is a medium, and that vul- 
garity and meanness are cautiously to be shunned; but 
while we speak with propriety and chastity, we cannot be 
too familiar or too plain. I , do not iutend to apply these 
remarks to Mr. * • individually, but to the manner of 
preaching here alluded to. If his manner bo such as I have 
here described, the observations will also fit; but, if it be 
other the remarks refer not to him, buteto ^te style 
reprobated. 

♦ • * * 

I recommend to you, always before you begin to study, 
to pray to God to enlighten your understanding, and give 
you grace to behold all things through the medium of reli- 
gion. This was alw ays the practice in the old universities, 
and, I believe, is the only wayulo profit by learning. 

I can uow only say a few words to. you, since our regu- 
lar hour of retiring fast approaches. 1 hope you are mak- 
ing prpgress in spiritual things, proportionally to your op- 
portunities, and that you are sedulously endeavouring; nftt 
only to secure your own acceptation, but to impart the light 
of truth to those around you who still remain in darkness. 

Pray let me hear from you at your convenience, and my 
brother will forward the letter ;• and believe me, 

-$y dear Kirke, ^ 

Your friend, and fellow-traveller Id the 
Tearful sojourn of life, 

H. K. YTlIITE. 
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TO IIIS MOTHER. 

MY DEAR MOTHER, V, lntcringlum, Dec. 16th, 1604. 
Since I wrote to you last I have been rather, ill, having 
caught cold, which brought on a slight fever. Thanks to 
excellent nursing, I am now pretty much recovered, and 
only want strength to be perfectly re-established. Mr. 
Grainger is himself a very good physician ; but when l 
grew worse, he deemed it necessary to send for a medical 
gentleman from Barton ; so that, in addition to my illness, 
I expect an apothecary’s bill. This, however, will not be 
a very long one, as Mr. Grainger has chiefly supplied 
me with drugs. It is judged absolutely necessary that 1 
should take wine, and that I should ride. It is With very 
great reluctance that 1 agree to incur these additional 'ex- 
penses, and I shall endeavour -to cut them off as soon as 
possible. Mr. and Mrs. Grainger have behaVcd li^ pa- 
rents to me since I have been ill : four and five times in the 
night has Mr. G . come to see me ; and had I been at home, 
I Could not have been treated with more tenderness and 
care. Mrs". Grainger has insisted on my drinlctng their 
wine, and was vei y angry when I made scruples ; but I can- 
not let them be at all this additional expense — in some way 
or other I must pay them, as the sum I now give, consider- 
ingthe mode in which we are accommodated, is very trifling. 
Mr. Grainger does not keep a horse, so that I shall be 
obliged to hire one ; but there will he no occasion for this 
for any length of time, as my strength seems to return as 
rapidly as it was rapidly reduced. Don’t make yourself in 
the least uneasy about this, I pray, as I am quite recovered, 
and not at all apprehensive of any consequences. I have 
no cough, nor any symptom which might indicate an affec. 
tion of the lungs. I read very little at present. 

I thought it necessary to jrrite to you on this subject now, 
as I feared you might have an exaggerated account from 
Mr. Almond’s friends, and alarm yourself. 
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•TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

MY DEAR BROTHER, Wluteringham, Dec. 17, I9M. 

I hatb been very much distressed at the receipt of ypur 
letter, accompanied with one from my mother, one from my 
lister, and from Mr. Dashwood, and Kirke Swann, all on 
the same subject ; and greatly as I feel for all the kindness 
and affection which has prompted these repionstrancevl wn 
quite harassed with the idea that you should not have taken 
my letter as a plain account of my illness, without any wish 
to hide from you that I had beat ill somewhat seriously, 
but that I was indeed better. 

I can now assure you, that I am perfectly recovered, 
and am as well as T have been for some time past. My 
sickness was merely a slight fever, rather of a nervous 
kind, brought on by a cold, and soon yielded to the proper 
treatment. 1 do assure you, simply and plainly, that I am 
now as well as ever. 

With regard to study, I do assure you that Mr. Grainger 
will not suffer us to study at all hard ; our work at present 
is mere pltv, . I am always in bed at ten o’clock, and take 
two waW iU the day, besidesTiding, when thmweather will 4 
permit,? » * 

Under these circumstances, my dear brother may set his 
mind perfectly at ease. Even change of air sometimes oc- 
casions violent attacks, but they leave. the patient batter 
than they found him. 

I shall continue to drink wine, though I am convinced 
there is no necessity for it. *My appetite is amaaiogly 
large — much larger than when at Nottingham, 

I shall come to an arrangement with Mr. Grainger bo- 
mediately, and I hope yon Will not write to him about itv 
If Mr. Eddy, the surgeon, thinks it at all necessary, forma 
tp do this constantly, I declare to you that I will ; but re- 
member, if I should form a habit of this now, it mar be a 
disadvantage to me when possibly circumstances may ren- 
der k Inconvenient-t-as when I .am at college* „ ^ h 

My spirits are completely knocked op by the r^jjpfpt of 
all the letters I have at one moment received. My mbthf* 
got a gentleman* to mention it to Mr. Dashwood, and still 
representing that my illftess was occasioned by sttfdy— a 
w * ht L • 
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thing than which none can be more remote from the 
troth, ae 1 have, from conscientious motives, given op hard 
study until 1 find my health better. 

I cannot write more, as I have the other letters to an- 
swer. I am, going to write to Barton, expressly to get ad> 
vantage of the post for this day, in order that you may no 
longer give yourself a moment's uneasiness, where there is 
in reality no occasion. 

Give my affectionate love to James, 

And believe me, my dear Neville, 

Your truly affectionate Brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 

One thing I had forgot — you mention my pecuniary 
matters — you make me blush when you do so. You may 
rest assured that I have no wants of that kind, nor am likely 
to have at present. Your brotherly love and anxiety to- 
wards me have sunk deep into my heart ; and you may sa- 
tisfy yourself with this, that whatever is necessary for my 
health shall not be spared, and that when I want the'means 
of procuring these, I shall think it my duty to tell you so. 

' r * TO IIIS BROTHER JAMES. ' 

Midway between Winteringham and Hull, 

DEAR JAMES, Jan. ilth, isos. 

You will not be surprised at the style of this letter, when I 
tell you it is written in the Winteringham Packet, on aheap 
of flour hags surrounded by a drove of 14 pigs, who raise 
the most hideous roar every time the' boat rolls. I write 
with a silver pen, and with a good deal of shaking, so you 
may expect very bad scribbling. I am now going to Hull, 
where 1 have a parcel to send to my mother, and I would 
not lose the opportunity of writing. 

, I am extremely glad that yon are attentive to matters 
< of such moment as are those of religion ; and I hope you 
jdo not relax in your seriousness, but continue to pray that 
*God will enable you to walk in the paths of righteousness, 
which alone lead to peace. He alone, my dear James, is 
aflfe to give you a heart to delight in his service, and to set 
at nought the temptations of the world. It may seem to 
you, in the first beginning of your Christian progress, that 
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religion wears a very unpromising aspect, and that the 
gaieties of the world are indeed very delicious ; but I as- 
sure you, from what I have myself experienced, that the 
pleasures of piety are infinitely iuotc exquisite than those 
of fashion and of sensual pursuits. It is true, they are 
not so violent, or so intoxicating (for they consist in one 
even tenor of mind, a lightness of heart, and sober cheer- 
fulness, which none but those who have experienced can 
conceive); but they leave no sting behind them ; they give 
pleasure on reflection, and will soothe the mind in the dis- 
tant prospect. And who can say this of the world, or its 
enjoyments ? 

Even those who seem to enter with the most spirit into 
the riotous and gaudy diversions of the world, are often 
known to confess that there is no real satisfaction in them ; 
that their gaiety is often forced, when their hearts are 
heavy ; and that they envy those who have chosen the 
more humble butfpleasant paths of religion and virtue. 

X am not at all particular as to the place of worship you 
may attend, so as it he under a serious preacher, and so as 
you attend regularly. I should think it a very good exer- 
cise fqr you, if you were to get a blank paper book, and 
were fu write down in it any thing which dfey .strike yon 
in the sermons yoll hear on a Sunday ; this would improve 
your style of writing, and teach you to think on what you 
hear. Pray endeavour to carry this plan into execution: 
I am sure you will find it worth the trouble. You attend 
the church now and then I conclude, and if you do, I 
should wish to direct your attention to our admirable It 
torgy, and avoid, if possibly remarking what may seem 
absurd in the manner it is repeated. 

I must not conceal from you that I am very sorry you 
do not attend some eminent minister in the church, such as 
Mr. Cecil, or Mr.' Pratt, or Mr. Crowther, ia preference to 
the meeting : since I am convinced a man runs less danger 
of being misled, or of building on false foundations, in the 
establishment, than out, and this too for plain reason*^- 
Dissenters are apt to think they are religious, because they 
are dissenters — ‘for,’ argue they, * if we had not a regard 
for religion, why should we leave the establishment afall ? 
The very act of leaving it shews we have a regard for re- 
ligion, because we manifest an aversion to its abuses.* Be- 
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•ides this, at the meeting house you are not likely to hear 
plain and unwelcome truths so honestly told as in the 
church, where the minister is not so dependent on his flock, 
and the prayers are so properly selected, that you will 
meet with petitions calculated for all your wants, bodily 
and spiritual, without being left at the mercy of the minister 
to pray for what and in what manner he likes. Remember 
these are not offered as reasons why you should always at- 
tend the church, but to put you in mind that there are ad- 
vantages there which you should avail yourself of, instead of 
making invidious comparisons between the two institutions. 


TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

DEAR DEN, Winterlngham, Jan. 31»t, 1806. 

I have long been convinced of the truth of what you say 
respecting the effects of close reading on a man’s mind, in 
a religious point of view, and I am more and more con- 
vinced, that litei ature is very rarely the source of satisfac- 
tion of mind to a Christian. I would wish you to steer 
dear of ton abstracted and subtle a mode of thinking and 
reasoning, and you will so be happier thlm your friend. A 
relish for books will be a sweet source of amusement, and 
n salutary relaxation to you throughout life ; hut let it 
not be more than a relish, if you value your own peace. 
1 think, however, that you ought to strengthen your mind 
a little with logic, and for this purpose 1 would advise you 
to go through Euclid with sedulous and serious attention, 
and likewise to read Duncan through. You are too desul* 
lory a reader, and regard amusement too much: if yon 
wish your reading in good earnest to amuse you when you 
are old, as well as now in your youth, you will taka, care 
to form a taste for substantial and sound , authors, and *ill 
pot be tf»e less eager to study a work because it requires a 
Me labour to understand it. 

jvAfteryoa have read Euclid, and amused yourself with 
loqke’s sublime speculations, you will derive much plea- 
sure from Butler’s Aualogy, without. exception the most 
unanswerable demonstration of the folly of infidelity that 
the world ever saw. 
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Books like these will give you more strength of mind 
fknd consistent firmness, than either you or I now possess ‘ 
-while, on the other hand, the effeminate Panada of MagS- 
cines, Tales, and the tribe of penny-catching pamphlets, of 
which desultory readers aie so fond, only tend to enervate 
the mind, and incapacitate it for every species of manly 
exertion. 

• * * 

I continue to be better in health, although the weather is 
a great obstacle to my taking a proper proportion of exer- 
cise. I have had a trip to Hull of late, and saw the fa- 
mous painter R there, with whom 1 had a good deal 

of talk. He is a pious man, and a great astronomer ; but 
in manners and appearance, a complete artist. X rather 
think he is inclined to Hutchinsonian principles, and enter- 
tains no great reverence for Sir Isaac Newton. 


TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR BEN, Winterlngham, 1st March, 1603. 

1 HOPS and tru^that you have at length arrived at that 
happy temperament of disposition, that although you have 
much cause of sadness within, you are yet willing to be 
amused with the variegated scenes around you, and to join, 
when occasions present themselves, in innocent mirth. 
Thus in the course of youT peregrinations, occurrences must 
continually arise, which, to a mind willing to make the best 
of every thing, will afford adlusemeot of the Chastest kindi 
Men and manners are a never-failing sonrCe of wonder and 
surprise, as they present themselves in their various phases. 
We may very innocently laugh at the brogue of a Somer- 
set peasant — and I should think that person both cynicSl 
and surly, who could pass by a group of laughing children* 
without participating in their delight, and joining in their 
laugh. It is a truth most undeniable, and most meUMP* 
©holy, that there is loo'tnuch in humen life which extorts 
lean and groans* rather than smiles. This, hower^r, is 
Squally certain, that our giving way to unremitting sad- 
nes* on these accounts, so far from amelioratingjhe condi- 
tion of mortality, only adds to the aggregate of human mi- 
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aery, end throws a gloom over those moments when a ray 
of light is permitted to visit the dark valley of life, and the 
heart ought to be making the best of its fleeting happiness. 
Landscape, too, ought to be a source of delight to you ; fin* 
buildings, objects of nature, and a thousand things which 
it would be tedious to name. 1 should call the man, who 
could survey such things as these without being affected 
with pleasure, either a very weak-minded and foolish per- 
son, or one of no mind at aH. To be always sad, and al- 
ways pondering on internal griefs, is what I call utter selft- 
ishness: I would not give two-pence for a being who is 
locked up in his own sufferings, and whose heart cannot re- 
spond to the exhilarating cry of nature, or rejoice because 
he sees others rejoice. The loud and unanimous chirping 
of the birds on a fine sunny morning pleases me, because I 
see they are happy ; and I should be very selfish, did I not 
participate in their seeming joy. Do not, however, suppose 
that I mean to exclude a man's own sorrows from his 
thoughts, since that is an impossibility, and, wei e it possible, 
would be prejudicial to tbe human heart. I only mean that 
the whole mind is not to be incessantly engrossed with its 
cares, but with cheerful elasticity to bend itself occasionally 
to circumstances, and give way without hesitation to pleas- 
ing emotions. To be pleased with little, is one of the 
greatest blessings. 

Sadness is itself sometimes infinitely more pleasing than 
joy ; but this sadness must be of the expansive and generous 
kind, rather referring to mankind at large, than the indivi- 
dual; antMhis is a feeling not imcompatible with cheerful- 
ness and a contented spirit. ‘There is difficulty, however, 
$n sotting bounds to a pensive disposition ; 1 have felt it, 
and I have felt that I am not always adequate to the task. 
1 sailed from Hull to Barton the day before yesterday, on 
a rough and windy day, in a vessel filled with a marching 
wegiment of soldiers; the band played finely, and 1 was en- 
joying the many pleasing emotions, which the water, sky. 
Winds, and musical instruments excited, when my thonghts 
were suddenly called away to more melancholy subjects. 
A gfrl, gentedy dressed, and with a countenance which, for 
its loveliness, a painter might have copied for Hebe, with a 
feud laugh seized me by the great coat, and asked me to lend 
it her : she was one of those unhappy creatures who depend 
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oo the brutal and licentious for a bitter livelihood, and was 
now following in the train of one of the officers. I was 
greatly affected by her appearance and situation, and more 
so by that of another female who was with her, and who, 
with less beauty, had a wild sorrowfulness in her face, which 
shewed she knew her situation. Ibis incident, apparently 
trilling, induced a train of reflections, which occupied me 
fully during a walk of six or seveu miles to our parsonage. 
At first I wished that I had fortune to erect an asylum for 
all the miserable and destitute : — and there was a soldier’s 
wife with a wan and haggard face, and a little infant in her 
aims, whom I would also have wished to place in it:— I 
then grew out of humour with the world, because it was so 
unfeeling and so miserable, and because there was no cure 
for its miseries ; and I wished for a lodging in the wilderness 
where I might hear no more of wrongs, affliction, or vice : 
but, after all my speculations, I found there was a reason for 
these things in the Gospel of Jesus Christ, and that to those 
who sought it there was also a cure. So I banished my 
vain meditations, and, knowing that God’s providence is 
better able to direct the affairs of meu than our wisdom, I 
leave them in his hands. 


TO HIS MOTHER. 

D£AR MOTHER, Wintcringliam, 5th Feb, 1805. 

♦ * • # 

The spectacles for my father are, I hope, flteh as will 
enable him to read with eas efalthouyh they are not set in 
silver. If they hurt him through stiffness, 1 think the better 
way will be to wear them with the two end joints shut to, 
and with a piece of ribbon to go round the back of the head, 
dee. The Romaine's Sermons, and the Cheap Tracts, are 
books which I thought might be useful. You may think I 
am not privileged to make presents, since they 'will in the 
end come out of your pocket; but I am not m want of caah 
at present, and have reason to believe, from my own calcu- 
lations,' 1 shall not have occasion to call upon you fayphat 
I know you can so ill spare. 1 was quite vexed afterward 
that I did not send you all the volumes of the £heap Be* 
pository, as the others, which are the general tracts^ and 
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such as are more entertaining* would have been well adapted 
to your library. Whea I next go to Hull, 1 purpose baying 
the remaining volumes; and when 1 next have occasion to 
send a parcel, you will receive them. The volume you 
Have got contains all the Sunday reading tracts, and on 
that account I send it separately. As I have many things 
to remind me of my sister Smith, 1 thought (though we 
•neither of us need such mementos) that she would not be 
averse to receive the sermons of the great and good, though 
in some respects singular, Romaine, at my hands, as what 
old-fashioned people call a token of a brother's love , but 
what in more courtly phrase is denominated a memento of 
affection . 


TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 

MY DEAR SIR, Wintcringliam, 17th Feb. 1805. 

I blush when I look back to the date of your too long 
unanswered letter, and were 1 not satisfied that the contents 
6f my sheet of post must always be too unimportant to need 
apology, I should now make one. 

The fine and spirited' song (song in the noblest sense of 
the word) which you sent me, on the projected invasion, 
demands my best thanks. The fervid -patriotism which 
animates it would, I think, find an echo in every bosom in 
England ; and I hope and trust the world has not been de- 
prived of so appropriate an exhortation. 1 perceive, how- 
ever, one thing, which id, that your fire has been cramptby 
•the 'crambd* of the rhyme, at all times a grievous shackle 
to poets, Id# yet capable of such sweet and Expressive mo- 
dulation, as makes us hug our chains, and exult in the hard 
aervituge. My poor neglected muse has lain absolutely un- 
noticed by me for the last tour mouths, during which period 
I have been digging in the mines of Scdyula for Greek roots; 
end instead of drinking, with eager delight, the beauties of 
Virgil, have been cutting and drying his. phrases for future 
use. The place w^ere I live is on the banks of the Humber : 
Hera no Sicilian river, but rough with cold winds* and bor- 
dered with killing swamps. What with neglect, and what 
witty.the climate, so dnoongenial to rural meditation*! fear 
hay good Genius, who was wont to visit me with nightly 
Virions woods and brakes, and by the river’s marge,* is 
1 arts dying of a feu-ague; and I shall thus probably emerge 
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from my retieat, not a hair-brained son of imagination, but 
a sedate black-lettered book-worm, with a head like an ety- 
mologicon magnum. 

Forgive me this flippancy, in which I am not very apt 
to indulge, and let mo offer my best wishes that it is not 
with your muse as with mine. Eloquence has always been 
thought akin to poetry : though her efforts are not so ef- 
fectually perpetuated, she is not the less honoured, or her 
memory the less carefully preserved. Many very plausible 
hypotheses are contradicted by facts, yet 1 should imagine 
that the genius which prompted your ‘ Conspiracy ’ would 
be no common basis on which to erect a superstructure of 
oratorical fame. * Est enim oralori finitimus Poeta, nu- 
moris adstrictior paulo, verborum autem licenti& Hberior. 
multis vevo ornandi generibus socius, ac pene par,' &c. 
You, no doubt, are well acquainted with this passage, in the 
1st Dial, de Orat. so T shall not go on with it; but I en- 
courage a hope, that I shall one day see a living proof of 
the truth of this position in you. Do not quite exclude 
me from a fellow-feeling with you in your oratorical pur- 
suits, for you know 1 mast make myself a fit herald for 
the important message I am ordained to deliver, and I shall 
bestow some pains to this end. "No indueftnent whatever 
should prevail oiJWne to enter into orders, if*I were not 
thoroughly convinced of the truth of the religion I pro- 
fess, as contained in the New Testament; and I hope that 
whatever I know to be the truth, 1 shall not hesitate Co 
proclaim, however much it may be disliked er despised. 
The discovery of truth, it is notorious, ougl^ .to be (he 
object of all true philosophy and the attainment of this 
end must, to a philosopher, be the greatest of all possible 
blessings. Jf then a man be satisfied that he has- arrived at 
the fountain head of pure Truth, and yet, because the gene- 
rality of jpen hold different sentiments, dares not avow it, 
but tacitly gives assent to falsehood , he withholds from 
men what,‘ according to his principles, it is for yieir good 
to know — he prefers his personal good to Truth— and he 
prOVeis that, whatever he may profess, he is sot imbued with 
the spirit of true philosophy. 

I have some intention of becoming a candidate ftr 8ir 
William Brown’s medals this year ; and, if I should/ it 
w«jdd be a great satisfaction to me to subject pfy attempts 
L % • 
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to so good a classic as I understand you to be. In the 
mean time you will confer a ' real favour on me, if you 
Will transcribe some of your Latin terses for me; as I 
am anxious tb see the general character of modem Latin as 
it Is received at Cambridge; and elegant verses always give 
me great pleasure, in whatever language I read them. Such 
I know yours will be. 

• • * * 

In this remote corner of the world, where we have neither 
books nor booksellers, I am as ignorant of the affairs of the 
literary world as an inhabitant of Siberia. Sometimes the 
newspaper gives me some scanty hints; but, as 1 do not see 
a review, 1 cannot be said to hold conveise with the Re- 
public. Pray, is the voice of the Muses quite suspended 
in the clang of arms, or do they yet sing, though unheeded t 
Ml literary information will be to me quite new and inter- 
esting; but do not suppose 1 hope to intrude on your more 
valuable time with these things. When you shall have 
leisure, I hope to hear from you ; aud whatever you say, 
coming 'from you, it cannot fail to interest. 

< Believe me, Dear Sir, 

Very sincerely yours, 
i II. K. WHITE. 


TO MR. K. SWANN. 

DEAR KIRKE, Wlnteringham, 16tb March, 1804. 

I was affected by the death of young B Ha once 

egllnd upon me with Mr. H , when I was very HI, and 

on that occasion Mr. H—- — said to us both. * Young 
men, I would have you both pack off to 
you wodft last long if you stay here.* was 

tfcpn abopt to set out for Hamburgh ; and he torn me after, 
wand that lie never expected to see me again, for that he 
thjjgpght I was more desperately gone in consumption than 
B . Yet you see how (he good providence of Odd hds 
spared me, and I am yet living, as I trust, to serv# him 
with allmy strength. Had I died then, I should bar* pe> 
mifA but I h%ve now hope, through tbs Lord 
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Jems, that 1 shall see the (lay of death with joy, and possi- 
bly be the means of rescuing others from a similar sftafe- 
tion. I certainly thought of the ministry at first with im- 
proper motives, and my views of Christianity were For a 
long time very obscure; bull have, I trust, gradually been 
growing out of darkness into light, and 1 feel a well-grounded 
hope, that God has, sanctified my heart for great and valu- 
able purposes. Woe unto me if 1 frustrate his designs) 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, WJnteringharo, April, 1805. 

• • « # 

You wrote me a long sheet this last time, and I have every 
reason to be satisfied with it, yet I sometimes wish I could 
make you write closer and smaller. Since your mind must 
necessarily be now taken up with other things, I dare not 
press my former inquiries on subjects of reading^ When 
your leisure season comes, 1 shall be happy |o hear from 
you on these topics. 

It is a remark of an ancient philosophicalj)oet (Horace), 
that every man thjnks his neighbour’ s condition happier than 
his own ; and, indeed, common experience shews, that we 
are too apt to entertain romantic notions of absent, and to 
think meanly of present things ; to extol what we have had 
no experience of, and.to be discontented with what we pos- 
sess. The man of business sighs for the sweety of leisure : 
the person' tiftio, with a taste for reading, has few opportu- 
nities for it, thinks that man^ life the sum of bliss, who has 
nothing to do but to study. Yet it often happens that the 
condition of the' envier is happier than that of the envied. 
You hoxgi read Dr. Johnson’s tale of the poor Tallow* 
ChlmdlsB^Wfro, after sighing for the quiet of country life, 
at lengft wiaped money enough to retire, but frond bib, 
long-sought for leisure so insupportable, that ho ntyde a 
luutary offer to, his successor to come Up to town every TVi* 
day, and melt tallow for him gratis. * It would be ao tojth 
half the men ofbusiness, who sigh so earnestly for the q£6et*’ 
of retirement ; and you may receive it to one of the «•* 
threat observations I have been able tomato on tyuman life* 
that there is no condition so happy as that of him who bid* 
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a life of full and constant employment. Ilis amusements 
have a zest which men of pleasure would gladly undergo all 
his drudgery to experience : and the regular succession of 
business, provided his situation be not too anxious, drives 
away from his brain those harassing speculations which are 
continually assaulting the man of ^ejsai'e, and the man of 
reading. The studious raau, though JttaJdCasures are of the 
most refined species, finds cares and disturbing thoughts in 
study. To think much and deeply will soon make a man 
sad. His thoughts, ever on the wing, often carry him 
where he shudders to be even in imagination. He is like a 
man in sleep — sometimes his dreams are pleasing, but 
at others, horroT itself takes possession of his imagination ; 
gad this inequality of mind is almost inseparable from 
much meditation and mental exercise. From this cause it 
often happens, that lettered and philosophical men are 
peevish in their tempers , and austere in their m auners. The 
inference I would draw from these remarks is generally 
this, t|at although every man carries about him the seeds 
of happfhes^nr misery in his own bosom, yet it is a truth 
not liable to many exceptions, that men are more equally 
free from anxiety and care, in proportion as they recede 
from the nnre refined and mental, tothe^roflter and bodily 
employments and modes of life, but that the happiest con- 
dition is placed in the middle, between the extremes of both. 
Thus a person with a moderate love of reading, and few 
opportunities of indulging it, would be inclined to envy one 
in my situation, because such a one has nothing to dobnt 
to read : waft I could tell him, that thoughjtyjfrjbdious plea- 
sures are more comprehensive than his, they : are not more 
exquisite, and that an occasional banquet gives more delight 
than « continual feast. Reading should be dearer to you 
than to me, because I always read, and you bu$teldqftt| 
-Almond and 1 took a small boat on Mondu^amiiemit 
far Hunt a distance of thirteen miles, as smffijjNhptite ft, 
though others make it less. We went very merrily with a 
good pair of oars, until we came within four mile* df Hull, 
when, owing to some hardworking we vrert quite exhausted ; 
hut m the tide was nearly down, and the shore softy we 
artful not get to any villages on the banks. At length #a 
amdaHufy, and just arrived in time to be grounded in 'the 
middle of the harb&ur, without any possible means of getting 
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ashore till the flax or flood. As we were half famished, I 
determined to wade ashore for provision*, and had the s*> 
tisfaction of getting above the knees in xnud almost every 
step I made. When I got ashore, I recollected I had given 
Almond all my cash. This was a terrible dilemma — to 
return back was top laborious, and I expected the tide flow- 
ing every minute/''' 4!^ last X determined to go to the inn 
where we usually doe* when we go to Hull, and try how 
much credit I possessed there, and I happily found no diffi- 
culty in procuring refreshments, which I carried off in tri- 
umph to the boat. Here new difficulties occurred ; for the 
tide had flowed in conaiderably during my absence, al- 
though not sufficiently to move the boat, so that my wade 
was much worse back than it had been before. On our 
return, a most placid and calm day was converted into a 
cloudy one, and we had a brisk gale in our teeth. Know, 
ing we were quite safe, we struck across from Hull to Bar- 
ton ; and when we were off Hazel Whelps, a place which 
is always rough, we had some tremendous swells, which we 
weathered admirably, and (baiting our getting^) tMsideof 
a bank, owing to the deceitful appearance of the coast) wo 
had a prosperous voyage home, having ro^ed twenty-six 
miles in less than Jive hours. • 


TO MR. TC. SWANN. 

MY DEAR KIRKE, Winterlngham, AprjUth, 1803 . 



towards spiritual things, is a very common one with tShria- 
tians. We all feel it; and if it be attended with aaearoest 
deaun tojMuit ourselves in this respect, and to recover our 
warned Ipyour, it is a complaint indicative of our faith- 
fulness., abases of Christian experience, I suMhit my 
own opisiod Co any body's, and have too serious % distrust 
of it myself, to offer it as a rule or maxim of unquestionable 
authority J hut I have found, and think, that the best iw> 
medy against lukewarmness,- is an obstinate persisting .in 
prayer, until our affections be moved ; and a regular Mbit 
of goingto religious duties with a prepared andnuek heart, 
thinking more of obtaining communion with God, ihaoof 
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Spending to many minutes in seeking it. Thus, when wo 
pray, ire must not kneel down with the idea that we are to 
spend so many minutes in supplication, and after the nsual 
tamo has elapsed, go about our regu£$r business ; we must 
remind ourselves that we have $Ject in prayer, and 
that until that object be attaine^|j^y% until we are sa- 
tisfied that our Father hears us.Woi ^i fot to conceive that 
our duty Is performed, although wtfolby be m the posture 
of prayer for an hour. 

, TO HIS MOTHER. 

MY DEAR MOTHER, Winteringham, 12th April, 1805. 

• * • * 

I have constructed a planetarium, or orrery , of a very 
simple kind, which cannot fail to give even children an idea 
of the order and course of the heavenly bodies. 1 shall 
write a few plain and simple lectures upon it, with lessons to 
be got off by heart by the children, so that you will be able, 
withnufany difficulty, to teuch them the rudiments of astro- 
nomy. The' machine, simple as it may seem, is snch that 
you cannot fail to understand the planetary system by it; 
and were it. not that 1 cannot afford the ^additional expense, 
1 could make it mnch more complete and interesting. You 
must not expect any thing striking in the instrument itself, 
as it only consists of an index-plate, with rods and balls.-** 
It will explain the situation pf the planets, their •courses, 
the motim^of the earth and the moon, the causes of the 
seesdne, the different lengths of day an&paght, the reason 
of eclipses, transits, &c. When you haWieta it, and read 
the explanatory lectures, you will be able to judge of its 
plainness; and if you understand it, you may teach geo- 
graphy scholars its use. Should it fail in other poin£s v of 
view, it will be useful to Maria and Catharine. 

* • • • t 

Remegaber to keep up the plan of family worship up Sun- 
days with strictness until I come, and itwUl probably pave 
the Way for still farther improvements, which 1 dfe ay, p^* 
h&p-^ have an opportunity of making while I stay with you. 
£tt Maria aqd Catharine be more particularly taught id 
regard Sipd&y asa day set apart from all worldly occupa- 
tion, Let them||$ite every thing prepared for the Ssbbeth 
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on the preceding day; and be carefully warned, on that 
day in particular, to avoid paying too great an attention to 
dress. I know how important habits like these will be to 
their future happiness, even in this world, and I therefore 
press this with contest ness. 


TO irif&kOTIlER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, Wlutcringham, 20th May, 1005. 

• * * * 

My first business must be to thank you for the • * • # 
which I received by Mr. K . Swann ; you must not suppose 
that I feel reluctance to lie under obligations to so affection* 
ate a brother, when I say, that I have felt uneasy ever 
since on more accounts than one. I am convinced, in the 
first place, that you have little to spare ; and I fear, in the 
second, that I shall prove a hinderance to a measure which 
I know to be necessary for your health ; 1 mean your going 
to some watering-place for the benefit of sea-bathing. I am 
aware of the nature of injuries received at tlj)£ joints', es- 
pecially the knee ; and I am sure nothing will strengthen 
your knee more for the present, and prevent ^he recurrence 
of disease in it for ^e future. 1 woul d have y oi% therefore, 
if by any means you can be spared in London, go to one 
of the neighbouring coasts, and take sufficient time to re- 
cover your strength. You may pitch upon some pleasant 
place, where there will be sufficient company to amuse yon 
and not no much as to create bustle, and make a toil of re- 
flection, and tttrq^tirement into riot. Since yiSu must be 
as sensible as I Sin; that this lb necessary for your health, 
1 shall feel assured, if you do not go, that 1 am the cause, 
a consideration I would gladly spare myself. 


HIS BROTHER NEVILLE^ 

MY DEAR BROTHER, Nottingham, JuiS, 1009. 

1 whom you a long letter from Winteringham some tbna 
ego, which I new apprehend you have never received, or 
if you have, some more important concerns have oceflfriei 
ybux time than writing, to me on general subjects, ‘ Feeling, 
however, rather w«ary to-night, I hi^ejpkcrmiitld to send 
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this sheet to yon, as a proof that, if I am not a punctual, I 
am certainly far from a ceremonious correspondent,' 

Our adventure on the Humber you should have learnt 
from K. Swann, who, with much minuteness, filled up three 
aides of a letter to his friend with the account. The matter, 
was simply this: He, Almond, and myself, made an ex- 
cursion about twelve or fourteen mile^ Up the Humber; on 
our retu$& ran aground, were left by the tide on a sand- 
bank, and were obliged to remain six hours in an open boat 
exposed to a heavy rain, high wind, and piercing cold, un- 
til the tide rose, when two men brought a boat to our assist- 
ance. We got home about twelve o'clock at night: no evil 
consequences ensued, owing to our using every exertion we 
OCUld thiuk of to keep warmth in our bodies. 


TO MR. JOHN CIIARLESWORTH. 

MY DEAR FRIEND, Nottingham, S7th June, 1005. 

If is some time since 1 wrote to you, and still longer since 
I heard from you ; but you are acquainted with my un- 
ceremonious disposition, and will, I hope, pardon me for ob- 
truding an unbidden guest on your T have a question 

to ask of you in the first place, and T skill then fill up my 
letter with all the familiarity of a man talking by your side, 
mid saying any thing, rather than W accused of saying no- 
thing. My leisure will scarcely permit me to write to you 
again while I am here, and I shall therefore make the best 
urie of the present occasion. 

We have been fagging through Rollin’s Ancient History, 
and seme Other historical books, as [ believe, to no great 
purpose. Rollin is a valuable and truly pious writer, but 
so crammed and garnished with reflections, that yon lose 
the thread of the story, while the poor man is prosing about 
the moralgSrof it; when, too, after all, the mural is so ob- 
vious arf*not to need insisting upon. You may give my 
compliments to your good friends Galen, Hippocrates, and 
Paracelsus, and tell them I had much rather pay them my 
deYtirs at a distance, than come into dose contact with 
them or their cathartics. Medical Greek, and Medical 
Latin, wtuld act ju a sudorific upon any man, who should. 
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hew their tremendous technicals pronounced with the true 
ore rotundo of a Scotch physician. 

And now, my dear sir, we will cry a truce to flippancy 
—I have neither time nor inclination to indulge in it to ex- 
cess. Yon and I have been some time asunder in the pur* 
suit of our several MUdiee; you to the lively and busy seat 
of gaiety, fashion, *nd folly ; I to the retired hajants of a 
secluded village, and the studious walls of a silettt and an- 
cient parsonage. At first sight one would think that my 
lot had been most profitable, as undoubtedly it is most 
secure; but when we come to consider the present statu _ 
of things in the capital, the boundless opportunities of spi- 
ritual improvement which offer themselves, and the very 
superior society which every serious man may there join 
with, the tables seemed turned in your favour. I hope and 
trust this is really the case, and that with philosophical 
strength of mind, you have turned an un regarding ear to the 
voice of folly, and continued fixed upon the serener and far 
more exquisite occupations of a religious life. I have been 
cultivating in retirement, by slow and imperceptible degrees, 
a closer communion with God ; hut you have been led, as 
it were, in triumph. bj£the energetic discourses of the many 
good men whom yo^’h^e had the opportunity qf hearing, 
to heights of religious satisfaction, which I can at present 
only sigh for at a distance. 1 appeal to you whether the 
grace of God is not the source of exquisite enjoyments t 
What can be more delightful than that sweet and placid 
calm which it casts over one's mind ; or than the tender* 
ness it sheds abroad in our hearts, both with regard to God, 
and our poor fellow-labourers P Even worldly-minded men 
confess that this life is, at best, but a scene of anxiety, and 
disappointment, and distress. Ilow absurd, then, and incon- 
eistent must he their conduct, when, in spite of this so gene- 
ral and confirmed an experience, they neglect what can 
alone alleviate the sorrows of this life, and provide for the 
happiness of the next ? How much more is ha to ne^nvied, 
who can 1 exclaim with St. Paul, ‘ The world is crucified 
unto me, and I unto the world. 1 * I have learnt Jin 
whatsoever state 1 am, therewith to be content * The 
World passeth away and the lust thereof j but he i hoi 
death the will qf God abideth for every Thflre.is* la 
truth, an indescribable satisfaction in the service of God; 
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his grace imparts such composure in time of trouble, and 
such fortitude in the anticipation of it, at the same time that 
it iaereases our pleasures by making them innocent, that 
the Christian, viewed either as militant in this troublesome 
scene, or as a traveller who is hastening, by a difficult, but 
short journey, to a better country, is a, most enviable and 
happy character. The man who lives without God in the 
world, otflhe other hand, has neither rest here, nor cer. 
tainty or hope for the fnture. Ilis reflections must, at all 
times, be dubious and dark, not to say distressing ; and his 
most exquisite enjoyments must have a sting of fear and ap> 
prehension in them, which is felt when the gay hour is over, 
and its joys no more remembered. Many wicked and dis- 
sipated men sigh in secret for the state of the righteous, but 
they conceive there are insuperable obstacles in the way of 
religion, and that they must amend their lives before they 
can hope for acceptance, or even dare to seek acceptance 
with God. But what a miserable delusion is this ! If this 
were truly the case, how awful would be the condition of 
the sinner! for we know that our hearts are so depraved, 
and so obstinately addicted to sin, that they cannot forsake 
it without some more than mortal,-j»ower to cut asunder 
the bonds, of innate corruption, and ' ^oseu the affections 
from this sinful bondage. I was talking a few days ago 
with a young surgeon who is just returned from the East 
Indies, and was Expostulating with him on his dissolute ha- 
bits : ' Sir,' said he, * 1 know you are happy, and I would 
give worlds to be able to subdue my passions ; but k is im- 
possible, it never can be done : I have made resolution upon 
resolution, and the only efie'et has been that I have plunged 
the deeper into vice than ever.* What could baa stronger 
illustration of the Scripture truth, That man’s heart is na* 
turally corrupt, and desperately wicked ? Since wicked- 
ness is misery, can we conceive that an all-good and bene* 
volent Gqgttwould have originally created man with such a 
disposed®? It is sin which hath made the world a vale of 
tears. It is the power of the cross of Jesus Christ alone 
that can redeem us from our natural depravity.: — Yes, 
friend, < We knoie on whom we have believed ; and 
W# are persuaded that he is able to keep that which we have 
cftmmittyftd ugto him against the great day. 1 When J cc- 
on the history of the times' who the 
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great Redeemer appeared, behold God preparing his way 
before him, uniting all the civilized world in one language 
(Greek), for the speedier disseminating of the blessed Gospel ; 
and when I compare his precepts with those of the most fa* 
mous of ancient sages, and meditate on his life, his manners, 
his sufferings, and cruel death, 1 am lost in wonder, love, 
and gratitude. Such a host of evidence attended hip, as 
no power but that of the devil could withstand. His doc- 
trines, compared with the morality of the then world, seem 
iudeed to have dropt down from heaven. His meekness,his 
divine compassion and pity for, and forgiveness of, his bit- 
terest enemies, convinces me that he was indeed the Word; 
that he was what he professed to be, God, in his Son,recon- 
tiling the world to himself. These thoughts open my eyes 
to my own wretched ingratitude and disregard of so merci- 
ful and coiupasionate a master ; under such impressions, l 
could ardently long to be separated altogether from th« af- 
fairs of this life, and live alone to my Redeemer. But alas ! 
this does not last long — the pleasing outside of the delusive 
world entices my heart away ; beauty smiles me into a dis- 
gust of religion, and the fear of singularity frowns me into 
the concealment of it. JJow artfully docs the arch-deceiver 
insinuate himself into wt hearts 1 He tells Is, tfiat there 
is a deal of unnecessary moroseness in religion, a deal too 
many humiliating conditidos in the Gospel, and many igno- 
rant absurdities in its professors ; while, on the other hand, 
the polite world is so cheerful and pleasing, so full of harm- 
less gaiety and refined elegance, that we cannot but love it. 
This is an insidious species of reasoning. Could we but 
see things in their true colours, •were but the false varnish 
off, the society of the Gospel would seem an assembly of 
angels, and that of the world a congregation of devils : but 
it is the best way not to reason with the tempter. I have a 
talisman, which at once puts to flight all his arguments f it 
is the name of my Saviour, and against that tto gates of 
hell shall not prevail. That is my anchor anftwf confi- 
dence : I can go with that to the bed of death, and lift up 
the eyes of the dying and despairing wretch to the great In- 
tercessor ; I can go with this into the society of the cbgpr- 
ful, and come away with lightness of heart, and entertain- 
ment of spirit. In every circumstance of life I can joitt With 
Job, who, above fourteen hundred years before Jesus Christ 
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exclaims, in the fervour of holy anticipation, * I know that 
my Redeemer liveth,' and that he shall stand at the latter 
day upon the earth : and though after my skin worms de- 
stroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God.* 

The power of the Gospel was never more strongly illus- 
trated than in the late mission to Greenland. These poor 
and unlettered tribes, who inhabit nearly the extremest verge 
of aniri&l existence, heard the discourses of the Danish mis- 
sionaries on the being of a God with stupid unconcern, ex- 
pressed their assent to every thing that was proposed to 
them, and then hoped to extort some present for their com- 
placency. lor ten years did a very learned pious man la. 
hour among them without the conversion of a single soul. 
He thought that he must prove to them the existence of a 
God, and the original stain of our natures, before he could 
preach the peculiar doctrines of the Gospel, and he oould 
never get over this first step ; for they either could not un- 
derstand ir, or would not, and when no presents were to be 
had, turned away in disgust. At length he saw his error, 
and the plan of operations was altered. Jesus Christ was 
preached in simplicity, without , any preparation. The 
Greenlanders seemed thoughtful, amazed, and confounded ; 
their eyas \fere open to their depraved and lost state. The 
Gospel was received every where with ardent attention. 
The flame spread like wild-fire over the icy wastes of Green- 
land ; numbers came from the remotest recesses of the 
Northern Ocean to hear the word of life ; and the greater 
part of the population of that extensive country has hi 
time been baptized in the name of the Father, and the Son, 
and the Holy Ghost. • 

I have now filled my sheet. — Pardon my prolixity, and 
believe me, my prayers are offered up, frequently, for your 
continuance of the path you have chosen. For myself, I 
need your prayers — may we be a mutual assistance to each 
Other, ami to all out .fellow-labourers in the Lord Jean** 
Believe me your sincere friend, • * 

». K. 'WHITE. 
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TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTII. 


DEAR CHARLESWORTII , 


Nottingham, 6th of Julj, 1805* 




I beg you will admire the elegance of texture and shape 
of the sheet on which I have the honour to write to yon, 
and beware lest, in drawing your conclusions, you conceive 
that I am turned exciseman ; — for I assure you I Write ah 
together In character ; — a poor Cambridge scholar, with ft, 
patrimony of a few old books, an ink-horn, and some sun- 
dry quires of paper, manufactured as the envelopes of 
pounds of tea, but converted into repositories of learning 
and taste. 

The classics are certainly in disrepute. The ladies have 
no more reverence for Greek and Latin, than they have for 
an old peruke, or the ruffles of Queen Anne. I verily be* 
lieve that they would hear Homer’s Greek without evi- 
dencing one mark of terror and awe, even though spouted 
by a university orator, or a Westminster Stentor. Otem • 
pora / O mores ! the rural elegance of the twanging French 
kom, and the vile squeltk of the Italian fiddle, are mors 
preferred than all th^ energy, and all the sublimity of all 
the Greek and Roman orators, historians, poets, and philo- 
sophers, put together. Now, Sir, as a classic , 1 cannot bear 
to have die honourable fame of the ancients thus despised 
and contemned, and therefore I have a controversy with all 
the beaux and belles, Frenchmen and Italians. When they 
tell me that I walk by rule anil compass, that I balance 
my body with strict regard to the centre of gravity, and 
that l )iave more Greek in my pate than grace in my 
limbs, I can bear it all in sullen silence, for you know it 
urastbe a libel, since I am no mathematician, and therefore 
cannot have learned to walk ill by system. As for grace, 
I do believe, since I read Xenophon, lam becom| h very 
elegant man, and in due time shall be able to spout rfndar, 
dancing in due gradation the advancing, retrograde, and me- 
dium steps, according to the regular progress of the strophe, 
andstrophe, and epode. You and I will be very fashionable 
men, after the manner of the Greeks : we will institute an 
orchestra for the exercise of the art saltandi , and Wilt re- 
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dine at our meals on the legitimate Triclinium of the an- 
cients— only banish all modern beaux and belles, to whom 
I am a professed and declared enemy. 

So much for flippancy — 

Vale ! S. R. V. B. E. E. Q. V. 

II. K. WHITE. 


TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 

MY DEAR SIR, Brig?, near Wfnteriogham, July, 1605. 
I have just missed you at Lincoln, where I had some ex* 
pectations of seeing you, and had not circumstances pre- 
vented,! had certainly waited there till tomorrow morning 
for that purpose. This letter, which 1 wrote at Brigg, I 
shall convey to you at Kirton.by some person going to the 
session; many of whom, 1 have no doubt, are to be found 
in this litigious little town. 

Your mis-directed epistle, to my great sorrow, never 
reached my hands. As I was very anxious to get it, I 
made many inquiries at the post-offices round ; but they 
were all in vain. I consider this as a real loss, and I hope 
you will regard me as still under the pressure of vexation, 
until I receive some substitute from your hands. 

Had 1 any certain expectation of hearing you address 
the Court or Jury sworn at Kirton, no circumstances 
should prevent me from being present ; so do I long to mark 
the dawnings of that eloquence which will one day ring 
through every court in the Midland Circuit. I think the 
noise of • • the overbearing petulance of • • *, and the 
decent assurance of • • ♦, will readily yield to that 
pure, chaste, and manly eloquence, which, I have no doubt, 
you chiefly cultivate. It seems to me, who am. certainly 
no very competent ju,4gj&* that there is a uniform mode , or 
art , of pleading in opr eouits, which is in itself faulty, and 
is moreover, a ba$|fe ue higher excellencie s . You know, 
beforC a barrister begins, in what manner he will treat the 
subject; you anticipate his positiveness, his complete con- 
fidence in tfia stability of his case, his contempt of his op- 
ponent, his ‘voluble exaggeration, and the vehemence of his 
indignation. All these are as of course. It is no matter 
what sort of a face the business assume : if Mr. — be all 
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impetuosity, astonishment, and indignation on one side, we 
know he would not have been a whit less impetuous, less 
astonished, or less indignant, on the other, had he happened 
to have been retained. It is true, this assurance of success, 
this contempt of an opponent, and dictatorial decision in 
speaking, are calculated to have effect on the minds of &. 
jury ; and if it be the business of a counsel to obtain his ends 
by any means, he is right to adopt them ; but the misfortune 
is, that all these things are mechanical, and as much in the 
power of the opposite counsel as in your own ; so that it 
is not so much who argues best, as who speaks last, loud* 
e»t, and longest. True eloquence, on the other hand, is con* 
fident only where there is real ground for confidence, trusts 
more to reason and facts than to imposing declamation, and 
seeks rather to convince then dazzle. The obstreperous 
rant of a pleader may, for a while intimidate a jury; but 
plain and manly argument, delivered in a candid and inge- 
nuous manner, will more effectually work upon their under- 
standings, and will make an impression on which the froth 
of declamation will be lost. I think a man who would 
plead in this manner, would gain the confidence of a jury, 
and would find the avenues of their hearts much more open, 
than a man of more assurance, who, by too murh confi- 
dence, where there :»much doubt, and too much ^khemence 
where there is greater need of coolness, puts his hearers 
continually in mind that he is pleading for hire. There 
seems to be so much beauty in truth, that I could wish our 
harristers would make a distinction between cases, in their 
Opinion well or ill-founded, embarking their whole heart and 
soul in the one, and contenting themselves with a perspi- 
cuous and forcible statement of their client's case in the 
other. 

Pardon my rambling. The cacoetkes serihendl can only 
be used by Indulgence, and we have aill a propensity to talk 
about things we do not understand. 
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TO HIS BROTHER SEVILLE. 

* 

DEAR NEVILLE, Wlnteringham, August aoth, ISOS, 

* # * * 

I aji very sensible of all your affection, m your anxiety 
that 1 .should not diminish my books ; but I am by no 
means relieved from the anxiety which, on more accounts 
than one, l am under, as to, my present situation, so great 
a burden to the family, when 1 ought to be a support. My 
father made some heavy complaints when I was at home ; 
and though I am induced to believe that he is enough ha- 
rassed to render it very excusable, yet 1 cannot but feel 
strodgly the peculiarity of my situation ; and, at my age, 
feel ashamed that I should add to his burdens. At present 
I have my hands completely tied behind me. Whep 1 gat 
to college, I hope to have more opportunities of ad vantage, 
and, if I am fortunate, I shall probably relieve my father 
and mother from the weight which I now lay upon theip. I 
wish you, if yon read this letter to my mother, to omit this 
part. ; 


' TO CAPEL LOPFT, ESQ. 

j. 

DEAR SIR, Wlnteringham, Sept, idlh, 1800. 

Your letter has at length reached me at this place, where 
t have bftj# for the last ten months employed in classical 
leading with Mr. Grainger. It gives me pleasure to hear of 
yon, and of poetry : for, since I come here, I have not only 
been utterly shut out from all intercourse with the lettered 
World, but have totally laid aside the pen of inspiration. 
1 have been actuated to this by a sense of duty ; for I vfbh 
to prove that I have not coveted the ministerial office 
through the desire of learned leisure, but with an ardent 
wish to do my Jnty^fts a teacher ^>f the truth. 1 should 
blush to present "myself as a candidate for that office in an 
unqualified and nnprepated state ; and as I have placed my 
Idea of tin necessary qualifications very high, all the time 
between, u^w apd my taking my degree will be little enough 
for&ese imposes alone . 1 often, however, cast a look of 
fond regret to the darling occupations of my younger house, 
and the4ea» rash into my eyes, as I fancy I see the few 
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wild flowers of poetic gepius, with which I have been 
blessed, withering with neglect. Poetry has been to me 
something more than amusement ; it has been a cheerful 
companion when I have had no other to fly to, and a de- 
lightful solace when consolation has been in some measure 
needful. I cannot, therefore, discard so old and faithful a 
friend without deep regret, especially when I reflect that, 
stung by my ingratitude, he may desert me for ever ! 

• a • 

With regard to your intended publication, you do me too 
much honour by inserting my puerilities dong with such 
good company as 1 know 1 shall meet there. I wish I could 
present you with some sonnets worthy of your work. 1 have 
looked back amongst my old papers, and find a few verses 
under that name, which were written between the time when 
( Clifton Grove' was sent to the press, and its final appear- 
ance. The looking qver these papers has recalled a little 
of my old warmth, and I have scribbled some lines which, 
as they owe their rise to your letter, I may fairly (if I 
have room) present you. I cannot read the sonnets which 
1 have found amongst my papers with pleasure, and there- 
fore T shall not presume to shew them to yon. I shall 
anxiously expect the publication of your woJk. 

I shally be in Cuubridge next month, being admitted a 
sizar at St. John's. Trinity would have suited my plans 
better, but the expenses of that college are greater. 

. With thanks for your kind remembrance of me, I re- 
main, Dear Sir, * 

Very respectfully and thankfully yours, 

H. R; WHITE. 

Yus, my stray steps have wander'd, wander'd far 
From thee, and longjieart-soothing Poesy ! 

And many a flower, which in the passing time 
My heart hath register'd, nipped by the chill 
Of undeserved neglect, hath shrunk and died. , 
Heart-soothing Poesy 1 —Though thou hast ceased 
To hover o'erthe many-voiced strings 
Of my long silent lyre, yet thou caost still 
Call the warm tear from its tbrice-hallow’d c£l, 

And with recalled images of bliss 

Warm my reluctant heart. — Yes, I would throfr, 

M 
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Once more would throw, a quick and hurried hand 
O'er the responding chords. — It hath not ceased — 

It cannot, will not cease ; the heavenly warmth 
Plays round my heart, and mantles o’er my cheek ; 
Still, though unbidden, plays. — Fair Poesy I 
The summer and the spring, the wind and rain, 
Sunshine and storm, with various interchange. 

Have mark’d full many a day, and week, and month. 
Since by dark wood, or hamlet far retired. 
Spell-struck, with thee I loiter'd. — Sorceress! 

I cannot burst thy bonds ! — It is but lift 
Thy blue eyes to that deep-bespangled vault, 

Wreathe thy enchanted tresses round thine arm. 

And mutter some obscure and ch aimed rhyme. 

And I could follow thee, ou thy night's work, 

Up to the legions of thrice-chastened fire. 

Or in the caverns of the ocean flood, 

Tbrid the light mazes of thy volant foot. 

Yet other duties call me, and mine ear 
Must turn away from the high ministrelsy 
Of thy soul-trnucing harp, unwillingly 
Must turn away; there are severer strains 
(And snriiy they are sweet as ever smote 
The ear of spirit, from this morlaKoil 
Released apd disembodied), there are strains. 

Forbid t<>aU, save those whom solemn thought, 
Througb.tke probation of revolving years. 

And mighty converse with the spirit of truth. 

Have purged and purified. — To these my soul 
Aspireth ; and to this aiulimer end 
I gird myself, and climb the toilsome steep t 
With patient expectation.— Yea, sometimes 
Fdidtaste of bliss rewards me;^nd sometimes 
Spirits unseen upon my footsteps wait, 

Afcd mipister strange’^iusic, which doth seem 
Nq\j near, now distant, now on high, now low,' , 
Thenhwelling fr om all sides, with bliss complete. 

And full fruftlon, filling all the soul, 
purely such ministry, though rare, may soothe 
The steep Ascent, and cheat the lassitude 
Of t$l; and but that my fond heart 
' Reverie In day-dreams of the summer gone. 
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When by clear form tain, or embowered brake, 

1 lay a listless muser, prizing, far 
Above all other Jtore, the poet’s theme ; 

Eat for such recollections I could brace 
My stubborn spirit for the arduous path 
Of science unregretting ; eye afar 
Philosophy upon her steepest height, 

And with bold step, and resolute attempt, 

Pursue her to the innermost recess. 

Where throned in light she sits, the Queen of Truth. 

These verses form nearly the only poetical effort of 
this year. Pardon their imperfections. 

' TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR DEN, St. Jolin ’s, Oct. 18lb, 1805. 

I AM at length finally settled in my rooms, and, according to 
my promise, K write to you to tell you so. I did not. fee) quite 
comfortable at first here ; but now 1 begin to feel at home, 
and relish my silent and thoughtful cup of tea more than 
ever. Amongst our various occupations, that of attending 
chapel is to me not the least irksome, for the service is read 
in general below the span of my auditory neiVe^ but when 
they chant, I am qdlte charmed, for our organ 19 fine* and 
the voices are good. ' 1 'his is, however, only on high days 
and festivals, in which nnmber, the present day is to be 
reckoned (St. Luke’s). ' 

My mathematical studies do not agree with me, and you 
may satisfy yourself I shall never be a senior wrangle#. 
Many men come up with knowledge enough for the highest 
honours, .and how can a man be expected to keep np'Urith 
them who starts without any previous fund 1 Our lectures 
begin on Monday, and then I shall know more of college 
difficulties. 

My rooms are in ihe top stqiy of the farthest eourt of 
St. John's (which you perhaps remember) near the Roisters. 
They are light, and tolerably pleasant ; though, as there 
was no furniture in them, and 1 have not yet bought many 
necessary articles, they look very bare. Your phis over 
the chimney-piece has been recognised by tw<f of my fellow- 
students ; the one recollected its likeness to Mr. Maddock 
of Magdalene ; and the other said it was like a young man 
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whom he had seen with Mr. Maddock, and whom ho sop* 
posed to be his brother. 

Of my new acquaintances, I have become intimate with 
a Mr. * * *, who, I hope, will be senior wrangler. He is a 
very serious and friendly man, and a man of no common 
mathematical talents. He lives in the same court with 
me. Besides him, I know of none whose friendship I should 
value; and, including hian^no one, whose hand I would 
take in preference to thatqf'my old friend, so long as I 
see my old friend With his old face. When you have learned 
to be other than what you are, 1 shall not regret that B. M. 
is no longer my friend, but that my former friend is now 
no more* > 

* * # * 

I walked through Magdalene the other day, an&I could 
not help anticipating the time when 1 should come to drink 
your tea, and swallow your bread and butter, within the 
sacred wadis. You must know our college was originally 
a convent for Black Friars ; and if a man of the reign of 
Henry the Sixth were to peep out of his grave, in the ad- 
joining churchyard, and look into our portals, judging by 
oar dress and appearance, he might deem us a convent of 
Black FrjLari still . Some of our brethren, it is true, would 
seem of very unsightly bulk ; but iui$y of them, with eyes 
sunk Unto their beads, from poring over the mathematics, 
might pain very well for the fasting and mortified shadows 
of penitent monks. 

With regard to the expenses of our college, I can now 
speak decisively ; and 1 can tell you, that I shall be here 
OQ independent man. I An a senior sizar, under very 
favourable circumstances, and, 1 believe, the prefoaof my 
situation will nearly equal the actual expenses of the col- 
lege. But this is no rule for other colleges. I am on the 
best aide (theraare two divisions) of St. John’s, and the 
expenses here are less any where else in the univer- 
sity.- i 

1 havrthis week written some very elaborate verses for 
a college price, and 1 have at length learned that lam not 
qualified for a competitor, pot being a Lady Margaret's 
scholar: sbthat I have lost my labour.— Compared with 
the other men of this large college, 1 find 1 am a respect- 
able classic, and if J had time to give to the languages, I 
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think I should ultimately succeed in them in no small de- 
gree; but the fates forbid ; mathematics l must rend, and 
in mathematics 1 know 1 never shall excel. These are 
harassing reflections for a pooi young man gaping for a 
fellowship ! 

If I chose, I could And a good deal of religious society 
here, but 1 must not indulge myself with it too much. Mr. 
Simeon’s preaching strikes me much. 

* * * * 

I beg you will answer a thousand such questions as these 
without my asking them. 

This is a letter of intelligence : — next shall be sentiment 
(or Gothic arch, for they are synonymous according to 
Mr. M.) 

VV TO IIIS MOTHER. 

DEAR MOTHER, St. John's, Oct. 56th, 1805. 

• * * # 

You seem to repose so little confidence iu what 1 say with 
regard to my college expenses, that I am not encouraged 
to hope you will give me much credit for what 1 Sm about 
to say, namely, that had 1 no money at al), either from 
my friends or Mr. Simeon, I could manage to live here. 
My situation is so very favourable, and the W^ssatry ex- 
penses so very few, that 1 shall want very little more titan 
will suffice for clothes and books. I have go* the bills fcf 
Mr. * *, a sizar of this college, now before nut, juid from 
them, and his own account, I will give you a Statement of 
what my college bills will amount to. 

* * * • 

Thus my college expenses %kill not be more than 1$/. or 
1 5f. ttf^aar at the most. J shall not have any occasion for 
the Whole sum I have a claim upon Mr. Simeon for; and 
if things go well, I shall be able to live without 'being de- 
pendent on any one. The Mr, * *, whose hills I have bor- 
rowed, has been at college thti# years. He came over 
from * *, with 101. in his pocket, and has no fr';.nds, or 
any income or-emohpnent whatever, except what he re- 
ceives for his sizarshtp; yet he does suppojx him self, and 
that, too, very genteelly. It is only men’s^extravapancB 
that makes college life so expensive. There ‘are sizars at 
St. John’s who spend lflOi. a-year : but they are gpy, dissi- 
pated men, who choose to be sizars in ord^r that they may 
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have more money to lavish on their pleasures. Our din' 
nets and suppers cost us nothing ; and if a man choose to 
eat milk-breakfasts, and go without tea, he may live abso- 
lutely for nothing; for his college emoluments will cover 
the rest of his expenses. Tea is iudeed almost superfluous 
since we do not rise from dinner till half past three, and 
the supper bell rings a quarter before nine. Our mode of 
living is not to be complained of, for the table is covered 
with all possible variety ; and on feast days, which our 
fellows take care are pretty frequent, we have wine. 

You will now, 1 trust, feel satisfied on this subject, and 
will no longer give yourself unnecessary uneasiness on my 
account. 

* • « • 

I was unfortunate enough to be put into unfurnished . 
rooms, so that my furniture will cost me a little more than 
I expected; 1 suppose about 1 51 . or perhaps not quite sq 
much. I sleep on a hair-mattress, which I find just as 
comfortable as a bed ; it only cost me 4f. along with blan- 
kets, counterpnnc, and pillows, &c. I have three rooms— 
a sitting-room, a bed-room, and a kind of scullery or pantry. 
My sitting-room is very light and pleasant, and, what does 
not often happen, the walls are in good case, having been 
lately stained green. * 

1 must commission my sister to make me a pair of letter 
racks, but they must not be fine, because my furniture is 
not very fine. I think the old shape (or octagons, one upon 
another) is the neatest, and white the best colour. I wish 
Maria would paint vignettes in the squares, because then I 
should see how her drawing* proceeds. You must know 
that these are not intended as mere matters of phow, but 
are Intended to answer some purpose ; there are so many 
particular places to attend on particular days, that unless 
a man is very cautious, he has nothing else to do than to 
pay forfeits for non-attendance. A few cards, and a little* 
rack, wi'l .be a short way of helping the memory. 

I think I must get a supply of sugar from London; for 
If I buy it h<$ 3 , it will cost me is. 6d. per pound, which is 
ratty* too much. I have got tea enough to last the tern 
out. 

* * * * 

Although you may be quite easy on the subject of my 
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fu,tar« support, yet you must not form splendid ideas of my 
success at the university, for the lecturers all speak so low, 
and we sit at such a distance, that 1 cannot hear a syllable ; 
1 have, therefore, no more advantage than if 1 were study- 
mg at home. 

I beg we may have no more doubts and fears, at least 
on my score. 1 think 1 am now very near being off your 
hands ; and, since my education at the university is quite 
secure, you need not entertain gloomy apprehensions for 
the future ; my maintenance will, at all events, be decent 
and respectable: and you must not grieve yourself because 
1 cannot be ns rich as an alderman. 

* * * • 

Do not shew this letter to all comers , nor leave it about, 
for people will have a very mean idea of university educa- 
tion, when they find it costs so little; but if they are saucy 
on the subject, tell them — I have a lord just under me. 

TO THE REV. JOHN DASHWOOD. 

DJJAR SIR, St. John’s, Oct. 36th, 1806. 

I v is now many months since I wrote to you, and I have 
not received any answer. I should not ha\ j troubled you 
with this letter, bu. that, considering how mudh I owe to, 
you, X thought the rules and observances of strict etiquette 
might with moral propriety be dispensed with. 

Suffer me therefore to tell you, that I am quietly and 
comfortably settled at St. John’s, silently conforming myself 
to the habits of college life, and pursuing my studies with 
such moderation as I think necessary for my health. I 
feel ; Very much at home, and tolerably happy: although 
the peculiar advantages of uuiversity education will in a 
great measure be lost to me, since there if not one ofthe 
lecturers whom 1 am able to hear. 

My literary ambitiou is, 1 tlt^nk, now fast subsiding, and 
a better emulation springing up in its room. I conceive 
that, considering the disadvantages'under which i labour, 
very little can be expected from me in the Senate House. 
1 shall not, however, remit my exertions, hut shall at least 
‘strive to acquit myself with credit, though X cannot hope 
for the more splendid honours. 

With regard to my college expenses, I have the pleasure 
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to inform you, that tny situation is so favourable, that 1 
shall ba obliged, in strict rectitude, to waive the offers of 
many of my friends. 1 shall not even need the sum Mr. 
Simeon mentioned after the first year ; and it is not impos- 
sible that I may be able to live without any assistance at 
aU. I confess I feci pleasure in the thought of this, not 
through any vain pride of independence, but because I shall 
then give a more unbiassed testimony to the Truth, than if 
I were supposed to be bound to it by any ties of obligation 
or gratitude. I shall always feel as much indebted for in- 
tended, as for* actually afforded assistance ; and though 1 
should never think a sense of thankfulness an oppressive 
burden, yet 1 shall be happy to evince it, when, in the eyes 
of the world , the obligation to it has been discharged. 

I hope you will ere long relieve me from the painful 
thought that I lie under your displeasure ; and believe me. 
Dear sir. 

Most sincerely and affectionately yours, 

II. K. WHITE. 

TO MU. CIIARLESWOKTII. 

t * * * m 

Cum diotius & te frustra litteras expdu&ssem memet, in 
aniauip tuna revocare aut iterum otio obtrudere noleb&nu 

Penes te erUt aut hobiscum denuo per litteras colloqui aut 
familtaritatem et necessitate m nostrum silentio dimiUCre. 
Hoc te prastuliSsO jam diu putaveram, chra epistola taa 
mihl in manuivenit. 

* * a # 

Has litteras scribebam intra sanctos Saoctissimi Johan- 
Bis Colfegfi tnuros, in celeberriml hie nostra academia 
Cantabrigtse. 

Hie tranquillitate denique litterarum propria, Bummi 
turn rolhptate conjunct!, fruor. Hie omnes discendi vias, 
omnes scfrntife ratlones indago et persequor : nescio quid 
tfe&dem eyasum. Certe si parum proficio, mihi culpee 
jure datum erft | tnodo voleludo me sinat. 

' Hqud tamen vrtfeor, si verum dtcere cogor, ut satis pro- 
£cfam :< qu&nqilBm infirmis auribus aliorum lccturas vix 
unqu&m audire queam. I A mathematicis parum adhuc 
prbfed : utpote qui perarduum certamen cum eruditlssimis 
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quibusque in veterum liuguis et moribus versatis jarnjam. 
sim initurus. 

llis in studiis pro mea perbrevi snndet tanquam hesternft 
consuetudme baud medioviriter sum versatus. 

Latino minus cleganter scribere videor quan> Graced : 
neque veroeidein voluptate scriptures Latinos lectito quam 
Grajcos : cum autem omnem industrial me® vim Romanis 
litteris contulcrim, baud dubito quin faciles mihi et propi- 
tias eas faciam. 

Te etiam revocatum vclim ad ha’C elegantia deliciasqtte 
litterarum. Quid enirn accommodates videri potest aut 
ad animum quotidianis cuns laboi ibusque oppressum refi- 
ciendum et recreandum, aut ad rnentem et facultates inge- 
nii acuendas, quam exquisita et expolita summ&quc vi et 
acumioe ingenii elaborate veterum scriptorum opera i 

TO HIS BROTHER JAMES. 

MY DEAR JAMES, St. John's, Nov. 1805. 

You do not knowhow anxious I am to hear how you 
go on iu all things ; and whether you still persist in stead- 
fastness and seriousness. I know, my dear lad, that your 
heart is too good to run into actual vice , yet I fear the ex- 
ample of gay and wicked persons may leaf ]fQU to think 
lightly of religionfand then who knows where it may end * 
Neville, however, will always be your director* and I trust 
you conceal none, even of your very thoughts, from him. 
Continue, James, to solicit the fatherly superintendence of 
your Maker* night and morning. I shall not fear for you, 
while I am assured you do this fervently, and not in a 
hurried or slovenly mannem Whh constant prayer, we 
have nothing to fear from the temptations of the world, the 
flesh* and the devil : God will bring us through it, and will 
save us in the midst of peril. If we consider the common 
condition of man's life, and the evils and misfortunes to 
which we are daily exposed, we have need to bless God 
every moment for sparing us, and to beg of him, ^at when 
the day of misfortune comes (and come it must, sooner nr 
later, to all), we may be prepared with Christian fortitude 
to endure the shock. What a treasure does the religious 
map possess in this, that when every thing else fails, he has 
God for his refuge ; and can look to a world where- he is 
sure* through Christ Jesus, that he will not be disappointed ( 
mq * 
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I do not muck heed to what place of worship you may 
go, so as you arc but a serious and regular attendant. Per. 
mit me, however, to explain the true nature of the question 
with regard to the church liturgy, in order that you may 
be the better able to judge. 

You know, from the epistle 3 of St. Paul, that soon after 
the death of Jesu9 Christ, there were regular churches es- 
tablished in various places, as at Coriuth, Galatia, Thessa- 
lonica, &c. &c. Now, we are not certain that they used 
forms of prayer at all in these churches, much more that 
any part of ours was used in their time ; but it is Certain, 
that in the year of our lord 18(3 thero was a general liturgy 
In use throughout all the churches of Christ. Now, if in 
that early time, when Christians were much more like the 
apostles than they are now, they used a form of prayer In 
the churches, it is fair to conclude that the practice was not 
unscriptural ; besides, at this very time, St. Jobu the Evan- 
gelist had not been dead above 100 years, and one of his 
disciples, though at a very great age, was actually living. 
St. Chrysostom, who lived above 354 years after Christ, 

' wrote some of our prayers, and the greater part of them 
have been in general use for a thousand years. About the 
year 286, /ibdut one thousand five hundred years ago, im- 
mense multitudes of savages, the Gothland Vandals, being 
enticed by the fertility of the Italian country, and the 
riches of its possessors, came down from Germany, Hun- 
gary, and all the northern parts of Europe, upon the Roman 
empire, then enfeebled with luxury, and endeavoured to 
gain possession of the south. They were at first repubeu ; 
but ns fast us they were deft ated or slain, new hordes, al- 
lured by the accounts which their countrymen gave of its 
opulence and abundance, succeeded in their stead, till the 
forces of the Romans grew uneqnal to the contest, and gra- 
dually gave way to the invaders, who, wherever they came, 
reduced every thing to a state of barbarism. The Chris- 
tians, afeaut this time, were beginning to prevail in the Ro- 
man territories, and under the emperor Constantine, who 
was the first Christian king, were giving the blow to idola- 
try v . But the savage intolerance of the invaders, who re- 
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time they wrote, and used in their churches, all that part 
of the Litany which begins with the Lord's Prayer, and 
ends with the prayer of St, Chrysostom, Thus you see 
how venerably ancient are many of our forms, and how 
little they merit that contempt which ignorant people pour 
upon them. Very holy men (men now, we have every rea- 
son to believe, in heaven) composed them, and they have 
been used from age to age ever since, in our churches, with 
but few alterations. But you will say, they were used by 
the Roman Catholics, who arc a very superstitious and 
bigoted set of people. This is no objection at all, because 
the Roman Catholics were not always so bad, and what 
is a proof of this is, that there once was no other religion, 
in the world; and we cannot think that church very wicked, 
which God chose, once, to make the sole guardian of his 
truth. There have been many excellent and pious men 
among the Roman Catholics, even at the time their public 
faith was corrupted. 

You may have heard of the Reformation ; you know it 
was brought about by Luther and Cnlviu, in the sixteenth 
century, about l53fi. Now, Calvin is the founder of the 
sect of Independents, such ns those who meet at Castlegate ; 
yet he had a hand^n framingthe Liturgy, wniqfi, with alte- 
rations, we now use, and he selected it in part from the 
Liturgy of the Roman church; because they had received 
'.t Irom the primitive Christians, who were more iromedi- 
taught by the apostles. The Reformation means 
that change religion, which, was brought about, as said 

before, by Luther and Calvin, inconsequence of the abuses 

•d Trors which had crept Ato the Romish church. 

v ou may possibly think the responses, or answers of the 
clerk • ’>'i people, rather ridiculous. — This absurdity, how- 
ever, generally consists mote in the manner than in the 
thing. They were intended to be pronounced aloud by the 
people, and were used as a means to keep their attention 
awake, and shew their sincerity. At the time tfiis form 
was invented, not one man in five or six hundred could 
read ; and these repetitions answered another purpose, of 
fixing important ejacnlations and sentences in their grinds. 
In these days the same necessity does not exist ; bat we 
still retain the form oq account of its other advantages, and 
through reverence of such an antiquity almost vouches 
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for its being acceptable to God, who has permitted it to be 
used by the wisest and best of men for so long a period. 

1 think I have now nearly tired you. Pray write to me 
soon, and believe me. My dear James, 

your very affectionate brother, 

Jtl. K. WHITE. 


TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

St. John’s College, Cambridge, Nov. 10. 1805. 

MY DEAR HEN, 

* * * * 

The reasons why I said mathematical studies did not agree 
with me, were these — that 1 am more inclined to classical 
pursuits, and that, considering what disadvantages I lie 
under in being deaf, l am afi aid I cannot excel in them. I 
have at present laid them aside, a9 I am reading for the 
university scholarship, which will soon be vacant : there 
are expected to be 13 or I t candidates, some of whom are 
of great note from Eton ; and [ have as much 'expect at ion of 
gaining it, as of being elected supreme magus’ over the mys- 
teries of Milh^. The scholarship is of no value in itself 
adequate to ihe labour of reading for it, tyit it is the greatest 
classical honour in the university, and is a pretty sure road 
to a fellowship. My classical abilities here have attracted 
some attention, and my Latin themes, in particular, have 
dTawn forth inquiries frOm the tutqirs as to the place of my 
education. The reason why I have determined to sit for 
the scholarship is this, that to have simply been a candi- 
date for it establishes a man's character, as many of the 
first classics urthe university have ’failed of it. 

1 begin now'todeel at home in my little room, and I wish 
you .wgre'We to see how snugly I sit by my blazing fire in 
the cold evenings. College certainly "has charms, though 
I have a # *ta things rankling at tny heart which will not 
let hie be, quite happy. — Ora, Ora, pro me. 

This last sentence of mine is of a very curious tendency, ~ 
to be< ure : for who is there of mortals who has not some- 
thing rankling at his heart, which will not let him be happy? 

It is curious to observe the different estimations two men 
make of one anotb ?r’s happiness. Each of them surveys the 
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external appearance of the other's situation, aud> Comparing 
them with the secret disquieting circumstances of his own, 
thinks him happier ; and so it is that all the world over, be 
we favoured as we may, there is always something which 
others have, and which we ourselves have not, necessary 
to the completion of our felicity. I think, therefore, upon 
the whole, there is no such thing as positive happiness in 
this world ; and a man can only be deemed felicitous, as 
he is in comparison less affected with positive evil. It is 
our business, therefore, to suppdrt ourselves under existing 
ills, with the anticipation of future blessings. Life, with 
all its bitters, is a draught soon drunk ; and though we 
have many changes to fear on this side the grave, beyond' 
it we know of none. 

Your life and mine are now marked out ; and our calling 
is of such a nature, that it ill becomes us to be too much 
affected with circumstances of an external nature.- It is our 
duty to bear our evils with dignified silence. Considering 
our superior consolations, they are small in comparison 
with those of others ; aud though they may cast a sadness 
both over our hearts aud countenances, which time may 
not easily remove, yet they must not interfere with* our 
active duties, nor ^Fect our conduct towards others, except 
by opening our heart with warmer sympathy to their woes, 
their wants, and miseries. 

As you have begun in your religious path, my beloved 
friend, persevere. Lef your love to the Crucified continue 
as pure as it was at first, while your zeal is more tempered, 
and your piety more rational and mature. I hope yet to 
live to see you a pious and fespected parish priest; as for 
me — I hope 1 shall do my duty as I have strength and 
ability, and 1 hope I shall always continue, what I now 
profess myself. Your friend and brother, 

II. K. WHITE* 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, SL John’s, Cambridge, Dec. 10, ^03. * 
1 aw so truly hurt that you should again complain of 
my long silence, that I c&nnot refrain from sending this by 
the post, although I shall send you a parqpl to-morrow. The 
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reason of my not having sent you the cravats sooner, is the 
difficulty I have found in getting them together, since part 
were in die hands of my laundtess, and part dirty. I do 
not know whether you will hud them right, as my linen is 
id other respects deficient, and I have a cause at issue with 
my washerwoman on that score. This place is literally a 
den of thieves; my bed-maker, whom we call a gyp, from 
a Greek word signifying a vulture, runs away wijth every 
thing he* can day his hands on, and when he is caught, 
eay a he only borrows them. 1 le stole a sack of coals a- week 
as regularly as the week came, when first I had fires; but J 
have stopped the run of this business, by a monstrous lajrge 
padlock, which is hungtothestaple of the bin. His next trick ' 
-was to bring me four candles for a pound instead of six; and 
this trade he carried on for some time, until I accidentally 
discovered the trick : he then said he had always brought 
me right until that time, and then he bad brought me five*, 
hut had given Mr. II. (a man on the same staircase) one, 
because he thought he understood I had borrowed one of 
hioi ; on inquiring of Mr. If. he had not given hftn one ac- 
cording to his pretence : but* the gentleman was nqt caught 
yet, for he declared he had lent one to the bed-maker of 
lord B, in t])e rooms below. His neatest trick is going to the 
grocer every now and then for articles iifyonr name, which 
he converts to his own use. I have stopped him here too, by 
keeping a check-book. Tea, sugar, and pocket-handkerchiefs, 
are hie natural perquisites, and I verily believe he will soon 
be filling his canister out of mine before my face. There is 
no redress for all this ; for if you change, you are no better 
off : they are all alike. The* know you regard them as a 
pack of thieves, and their only concern is to steal so dex- 
terously that they may not be confronted with direct proof. 


Do not be surprised at any apparent negligence in my let- 
ters: Daytime has so many calls for it, that half my duties 
are neglected. Our college examination comes on next Tues- 
day, sod it is of the utmost moment that I acquit myself 
well \fyeft. A month after will follow the scholarship exa- 
mination. My time, therefore, at present, will scarcely 
pivj&yhe performance of my promise with respect to the 
PH*** i.but I have them in mind, and I am much 
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bent on perfecting them in a manner superior to their com- 
mencement. 

I would fain write to my brother James, who must by 
no means thiqk l forget him ; but I fear I shall sea him be- 
fore I write to him on the accounts above stated. The exa- 
mination for the scholarship is distinct from that of our col- 
lege, which is a very important one ; and while I am pre- 
paring for the one, I necessarily neglect the other. 

I wish very much to hear from you on religious topics; 
and remember, that although my leisure at present will not 
allow me to write to you all I wish, yet it will be the high- 
est gratification to me to read your letters, especially when 
they relate to your Christian progress. I beseech you not 
to relax, as you value your peace of mind, and the repose of 
a dying bed. 1 wish you would take in the Christian Ob- 
server, which is a cheap work, and will yield you much 
profitable amusement. I have it here for nothing, and oan 
send you up some of the numbers if you like. 

Remember, and let my mother know, that 1 have no 
chance for the university scholarship, aud that I only sit 
for the purpose of letting the university know that I am a 
decent proficient in, the languages. 

There is one just vacant which I can certainly get, but I 
should be obliged t® go to Peter-house in consequence, which 
will not be advisable, — but I. must make inquiries about 
ifc . I speak with certainty on this Subject, because it is re- 
stricted to candidates who are in their first year, amongst 
whom I should probably be equal to any. The others ore 
open to bachelors. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, St. John's, Bee. IStb, ISOS, 

In consequence of an alteration, in my plans, I qfrali have 
the pleasure of seeing you at the latter end of 4 m week, and 
I wish you so to inform my aunt. The reason of this 
change is this, that I have over-read myself, smTl^nd it 
absolutely necessary to take some relaxation, and to give 
up study entirely, for a short time, in order that I may go 
on better hereafter. * 
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This ha* been occasioned by our college lectures, which 
I had driven too late, on account of my being occupied in 
preparations for the university scholarship examination, 
and then 1 was obliged to fag so hard for the college lec- 
tures, as the time drew on, that I could take no exercise. 
Thus I soon knocked myself up, and I now labour under a 
great general relaxation, and much nervous weakness, 

Change of air and place will speedily remove these symp- 
toms, and I shall certainly give Up the university scholar 
•hip, rather than injure my health. 

Do not mention these things to my mother, as she will 
make it a cause of unnecessary uneasiness. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, St. John’s, Dec. 19th, 1605. 

I was sorry to receive your letter, desiring me to defer 
my journey ; and l am sorry to be forced to tell you tho 
reason of my coming to town sooner than you wish me. 
I have had an attack of my old nervous complaint, and 
my spirits have been so wretchedly shattered, that my sur- 
geon says X shall never be well till I have removed some- 
where, where 1 can have society and amusement. It is a 
very distressing thing to be ill in college, where you have 
no attendance, and very little society. Mr. Catton, my 
tutor, ha4 prevailed upon me, by pressing wishes, to go into 
the hall to be examined with the men of my year I have 
gone through two examinations, and I have one to come; 
after that is over, be told me I had better go to my friends 
directly, and relieve myself with complete relaxation from 
study. Under these circumstances, the object of my jour- 
ney to London will be answered, by the mere residence in 
- my aunt’s family, and by a cessation from reading. While 
I am here, I am wretched ; I cannot read, the slightest op* 
.pHcatiou»m*kes me faint ; £ have very little society, and 
that is quite a force upon my friends. 1 am determined, 
therefore, to leave this place on Saturday morning, and you 
may rest satisfied that the purpose of my journey will be 
folly accomplished by tbe prattle of my aunt’s little baes, 
and her care. I am not an invalid, since I have no sick- 
ness or bilment, but I am weak and low-spirited, and 
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enable to read. The last is the greatest calamity 1 can ex- 
perience of a worldly nature. My mind preys upon itself. 
Had it not been for Leeson, of Clare Hall, I could not 
have gone through this week. I have been examined twice, 
and almost without looking over the subjects, and 1 have 
given satisfaction ; but I am obliged to be kept up by strong 
mcdiciues to endure this exertion, which is very great. 

I am happy, however, to tell you, 1 am better ; and Mr. 
Farish, the surgeon, says, a few days will re-establish me 
when I get into another scene, and into society. 


TO HIS MOTHER. 

MY DEAR, MOTHER, London, Dec. 24th, 1805. 

You will, no doubt, havo been surprised at not having 
heard from me for so long a time, and you will be no less 
so to find that 1 am writing this at my aunt's in this far- 
fan ed city. I have been so much taken up with our col- 
lege examinations of late, that l could not find time to 
write even to you, and I am now come to town, in order to 
give myself every relaxation and amuscmengl can; for 1 
had read so much ^ Cambridge, that my hcaltbswas rather 
affected, and I was advised to give myself the respite of a 
week or a fortnight, in order to recover strength. I arrived 
in town on Saturday night, and should have written yester- 
day, in order to remove any uneasiness you might feel qu 
my account, but there is no post on Sunday. 

1 have now to communicate some agreeable intelligence 
to you. Last week being the Aose of the Michaelmas term, 
and our college examination, our tutor, who la a very great 
man, sent for me, and told me he was sorry to hear I had 
been ill: he understood I was low-spirited, and wished to 
know whether I frightened myself about college expenses. 
I told him, that they did contribute some little to harass me, 
because I was as yet uncertain what the bills of^ny first 
year would amount to. His answer Was to this puTppse : — 
1 Mr, White, I beg you will not trouble yourself on this sub- 
ject : your emoluments will be Very great, very great infeed, 
and l will take care your expenses are not very burden- 
some. — Leave that to me!* . He advised me to gp to my 
friends, and amuse myself with a total cessation from read- 
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ing. After our college examination (which lasted six days) 
was over, he sent for me again, and repeated' what he had 
said before about the expenses of the college ; and he added, 
that if I went on as T had begun, and made myself a good 
scholar, I might rely on being provided for by the college ; 
for if the county should be full, and they could not elect 
•me a fellow, they would recommend me to another college, 
where they would be glad to receive a clever man from 
their hands ; or, at all events, they could always get a 
young man a situation as private tutor in a nobleman’s fa- 
mily : or could put him in some handsome way of prefer- 
ment. * We make it a rule (he said) of providing for a clever 
man, whose fortune is small ; and you may therefore rest 
assured, Mr. White, thatafter you have taken your degree, 
you will be provided with a genteel competency by the col- 
lege.* lie begged 1 would be under no apprehensions on 
these accounts : he shook hands with me very affectionately, 
and wished me a speedy recovery. These attentions from 
n man like the tutor of St. John’s arc very marked : and 
Mr. Catton is well known for doing more than he says. I 
am sure, after these assurances from a principal of so respect- 
able a society ns St. John’s, I have nothing more to fear; 
and I hope you will never repine on nyy account again ; — 
according to every appearanee, my lot in life is certain. 


TO MR. B. MADfcoCK, 

MY DEAR BEN, • London, Xmas, 11105. 

You would have had no reasou'to complain of my long 
silence, had I preferred my self-justification to your case. 
I wrote you a letter, which now lies in my drawer at St. 
John's, but in such a weak state of body, and in so despond- 
ing and comfortless a tone of mind, that 1 knew it would 
give y«% pain, an^ therefore I chose not to send it. I have 
indeed been ill ; but, thanks to God, I am recovered. My 
nerves were miserably shattered by over-application, and 
the absence of all that could amuse, and the presence of 
many things which weighed heavy upon my spirits. When 
I found myself too ill to read, and too despondiug to endure 
my own* reflections, I discovered that it is really a miser- 
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able thing to be. destitute of tbe soothing and supporting 
hand when nature most needs it. T wandered up and down 
from one man’s room to another, and from one college to an* 
other, imploring society, a little conversation, and a little 
relief of the burden which pressed upon my spirits ; and I 
am sorry to say, that those who, when I was cheerful and 
lively, sought my society with avidity, now, when I actu- 
ally needed conversation, were too busy to grant it. Our 
college examination was then approaching, and I perceived 
with anguish that I hruhead for the university scholarship, 
until I had barely time to get up our pnvate subjects, 
and that as t I was now too ill to read, all hope of getting 
through the Examination with decent respectability was at 
an end. This was an additional grief. 1 went to onr tutor, 
with tears in my eyes, and told him I must absent myself 
from the examination, — -a step which would have precluded 
mo from a station among the prize-men until the second 
year. He earnestly entreated me to run the risk. My sur- 
geon gave me strong stimulants and supporting medicines 
during the examination week, and I passed, 1 believe, one 
of the most respectable examinations amongst them. As 
sooo as ever it was over, I left Cambridfje, by the ad- 
vice of my surgeon and tutor, and I feel myselfgiow pretty 
strong. I have givA up the thought of sitting for the uni- 
versity scholarship in consequence of my illness, as the 
course of my reading was effectually broken. Tn this place 
I have been much amused, and have been received with an 
attention in the literary circles which I neither expected 
nor deserved. But this does not affect me as it once would 
have done : my views are wi<My altered; and I hope that 
I shall in time learn to lay my whole heart at tbe foot of 
the cross. 

I have only one thing more to tell you of about my ill- 
cess ; it is, that I have found in a young man, with whom 
I had a little acquaintance, that kiud eare and attention, 
which I looked for in vain from those who profesfed them- 
selves' my nearest friends. At a time when * * • 

could not find leisure to devote a single evening to bis sick 
friend, even when he earnestly implored it, William l^esoa 
constantly, and even against my wishes, devoted every 
evening to the relieving of my melancholy, anjl the en- 
livening of my solitary hours. With the post constant and 
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affectionate assiduity, he gave me my medicines, adminis- 
tered consolation to my spirits, and even put me to bed. 


TO MR. P. THOMPSON • 

SIR, London, 1 st January, 1806. 

I own it both to my feelings and ray duty, that I should 
thunk you for the kind inquiries you have thought it woith 
while to make concerning me and my affairs. I have just 
learned the purport of a letter received from you by Mr. 
Robinson the bookseller ; aud it is a pleasing task to me, at 
the same time that I express my sense of your benevolent 
concern in my behalf, to give you, myself, the information 
you require. 

■ The little volume which, considered as the production of 
a very young man, may have interested you, has not had 
a very great sale, although it may have had as much 
countenance as it deserved. The last report I icceived from 
the publishers, was 450 sold. So far it has answered the 
expect.* tions £ had formed from it, that it has procured me 
the Acquaintance, and, perhaps, I may say, the friendship 
of then equally estimable for their talents and their virtues. 
Rewarded by their countenance, I am by no means dissa- 
tisfied with my little book ; indeed, I think its merits have, 
on the whole, rather been over-rated than otherwise, which 
I Attribute to the lenity so readily afforded to the faults of 
youth, and to the promptitude with which benevolent minds 
give encouragement where encouragement seems to be 
wanted. 

With regard to my personal concerns, I have succeeded 
in placing myself at Cambridge, and have already kept one 
term. My college is St. John’s, where, in the rank of sizar, 
I shall probably be enabled to live almost independently 
of exterr al support ( but , should I need that support, I have 
it in my power to draw on a friend, whose name 1 am not 
permitted to mention, for any sum not exceeding 302, per 
annum. With habits of frugality, 1 shall never need thin 
sum : so that 1 am quite at ease with respect to my college 
expenses, and am at full leisure to pursue my studies with 
a fires and vacant mind. 
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I am at present in the great city, -where 1 have come, in 
consequence of a little injudicious application, a suitor to 
health, variety, and amusement. Tn a few days I shall re- 
turn to Cambridge, where (should you ever pass that way) 
I hope you will not forget that I reside there three-fourths 
of the year. It would, indeed, give me pleasure to say per- 
sonally how much I am obliged by your inquiries. 

I hope you will put a favourable construction both on 
the minuteness and the length of this letter, and permit me 
to subscribe myself. Sir, 

Very thankfully and obediently, yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 


TO HIS AUNT. 

MY DEAR AUNT, St. JohnN, Cambridge*, Jan. 6th, 18W. 
I am at length once more settled in my rooms at Cambridge; 
but lam grown so idle, and so luxurious, since I have been, 
under your hands, that I cannot read with half my usual 
diligence. 

1 hope you concluded the Christmas holidays on Monday 
evening with the customary glee ; and I hope my unde 
was well enough to partake of your merriment- You must 
now begin your pJhiicniial days, after so muck riot and 
feasting; and, with your three little prattlers around yon, 
l am sure your evenings will flow pleasantly by your own 
fire- sule. Visiting and gaiety are vefy well by way of 
change; but there is no enjoyment so lasting as that of 
one’s own family. Elizabeth will soon be old enough to 
amuse you with her conversation; and, 1 trust, you will 
take every opportunity of teaching her to put the right value 
on things, and to exercise her own good sense. It is amaz- 
ing how soon a child may become a real comfort to its mo- 
ther, and how much even young minds will form habits of 
affection towards those who treat them like reasonable be- 
ings,capable of seeing the right and the wrong of thqpuelves. 
A very little girl may be made to understand that there 
are some things which are pleasant and amusing, which are 
still less worthy of attention than others more disagreeable 
and painful. Children are, in general, fond of little orna- 
ments of dress, especially females]; and though are may 
allow them to be elevated with their trifti^g spleiftlors, yet 



2$2 THE REM ATMS OF 

,We should not forget to remind them, that, although people 
may admire their dress, yet they will admire them much 
more for their good sense, sweetness of temper, and genero- 
sity of disposition. Children are very quick-sighted to dis- 
cern whether you approve of them, and they are very proud 
of your approbation when they think you bestow it: we 
should therefore be careful how we praise them, aud for 
what, if wc praise their dress , it should be slightly, and as 
If it were a matter of very small importance ; but we should 
never let any mark of consideration, or goodness of heart, 
in a child, pass by, without some token of approbation. Still 
we must never praise a child too much, nor too warmly, 
for that would beget vanity : and when praise is moderately 
yet judiciously bestowed, a child values it more, because it 
feels that it is just. I don't like punishments. You will 
never torture n child into duty ; but a sensible child will 
dread the frown of a judicious mother, more than all the 
tods, dark rooms, and scolding school-mistresses in the 
universe. We should teach our children to make friends of 
us, to communicate all their thoughts to us ; and while their 
innocent prattle will amuse us, we shall find many oppor- 
tunities of teaching them important truths, almost without 
knowing it. <- 

1 admirfc all your little ones, and I hope to see Elizabeth 
one day an accomplished and sensible girl. Give myjove 
to them, and tell them not to forget their cousin Henry, 
Who wants a. housekeeper at college 1 

Though I have written so long a letter, I am, indeed, 
offended with you, and I dare say you know the reason 
very well. , u 

• • • • 

P.S. Whenever you are disposed to write a letter, think 
of me. 

TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

DEAfrDEN, St. John's, February 17th, 1800. 

Do not think I am reading hard : I believe it is oil over 
with that. I have had a recurrence of my old complaint 
‘ within this last four or five days, which has half unnerved 
me for every thing. The state of my health is really ml- 
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serable; I am well and lively in the morning, and over* 
whelmed with nervous horrors in the evening. I do not 
know how to proceed with regard to my studies:— a very 
slight overstretch of the mind m the day-time occasions me 
not only a sleepless night, but a night of gloom and horror. 
The systole and diastole of my heart seem to be playing at 
ball — the stake, my life. I can only say the game is not 
yet decided: — I allude to the violence of the palpitation. 

I am going to mount the Gog- m agog hills this morning, 
in quest of a good night’s sleep. The Gog-magog hills for 
my body, and the lhble for my mind, are my only medi- 
dncs. I am sorry to say, that neither are quite adequate. 
Cui, igitur ; dandum estvitio ? Mild froyma, lhope, 
as the summer comes, my spirits (which have been w ith the 
swallows a winter’s journey) will come with it. When my 
spirits arc restored, my health will be restored: the fona 
malt lies there. Give mo serenity and equability, of mind, 
owl all will be well there. 


TO 111S BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, St. John’s UtWIalch, 1WXJ. 

I hope you read Mason on Self-knowledge nowand then. 
It is a useful book ; ami it will help you greatly in framing 
your spirit to the ways of humility, piety, and peace. Read* 
mg, occasional meditation, and constant prayer, will infal- 
libly guide you to happiness, as far as we can be happy 
here ; and will help you on y<jpr way to that blessed abode, 
where, 1 hope, ardently hope, we shall all meet hereafter in 
the assembly of the saints. Go coolly and deliberately, 
but determinately, to the work of your salvation. Do no- 
thing here in a hurry; deliberate upon every thing; 
take your steps cautiously, yet with a simple reliance on 
the mercy of your God and Saviour ; and wherever yem 
see your duty lie, lose no time iu acting up to it. This is 
the only way to arrive at comfort in yoar Christian career ; 
and the constant observance of this maxim will, with the as- 
sistance of God, smooth your way with quietness and refbse, 
even to the brink of eternity, and beyond the gulf that 
bound* it. 
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I had utmost dropped the idea of seeing Nottingham this 
next long vacation, os my stay in Cambridge may be im- 
portantly useful ; but, 1 think now, 1 shall go down for my 
health's, and more particularly for my mother’s sake, whom 
my presence will comfort, and perhaps help. I shall be 
glad to moor all uiy family in the harbour of religious trust, 
and in the calm seas of religieus peace, '.these concerns are 
apt, at times, to escape me ; but they now press much upon 
my heart; and 1 think it is my first duty to see that my 
family ore safe in the most important of all affairs. 


TO THE REV. J. I’LTTMBTRE. 

DEAR SIR, St. JoIiq’b, March 12th, 1606. 

I hope yon will excuse the lung delay which I have made 
In sending the song. 1 am afraid 1 have trespassed on your 
patience, if indeed so unimportant a subject can have given 
you any thought at all. If you think it worth while to 
send the song to your publisher, I should prefer the omission 
of the writer’s name, as the insertion of it would only be a 
piece of idle ostentation, and answer no end. My name 
will neither * 0 ive credit to the verses, nor the verses confer 
honour odr my name. *> 

It will give me great pleasure to hear that your labours 
have been successful in the town of # * •, where, I 

fear, much is to be done. I am one of those who think 
that the love of virtue is not sufficient to make, a virtuous 
man; for the love of virtue is a mere mental preference of 
the beautiful to the deforced ; and we see but too often 
that immediate gratification outweighs the dictates of oar 
judgment. If men could always perform their duty as well 
os they can discern it, or if they would attend to their real 
interests as well as they can see them, there would be little 
occasion for moral instruction. Sir Richaa^LEtsele, who 
and who, in his Christiao^lero, shews 
the strongest marks of a religious and devout heart, lived, 
notwithstanding all this, a drunkard end a debauchee. And 
Whet cgn be the cause of this apparent contradiction ? Was 
it tbatJbb had not strength of mind to act up to his views ? 
Then Oman’s salvation may depend on strength of intel- 
lfct i 6r does not this rather shew that superior motives 
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are wanting ? that assistance is yet necessary, when the 
ablest of men has done bis utmost ? If, then, such aid be ne* 
cessary, how cmi.it be obtained ? — by a virtuous life ~ 
Surely not: because, to live really a virtuous life, implies 
this aid to have been first given. Wo aro told in Scriptufe 
how it may be attained, namely, by humble trust in the 
lord Jesus Christ, as our atoning sacrifice. This, therefore, 
is the foundation of religious life, and as such, ought to be 
the fundamental principle of religions instruction. This is 
the test of our obedience, the indispensable preliminary be- 
fore we can enjoy the favour of God. What, therefore, 
can wc urge with more propriety from the pulpit than 
faith J — to preach morality does not include the princi- 
ple of faith — to preach faith includes every branch of mo- 
rality, at the same time that it affords it its present sanc- 
tions and its strongest incitements. 

1 am afiaid I have trespassed on yonr patience, and I 
must beg of you to excuse the badness of the writing, for 
which I have the plea of illness. 1 hope yonr health is yet 
firm, and that God will in mercy prosper your cudeavours 
for the good of your flock. I am, dear Sir. 

Very respectfully yours. 


HMi. WHITE. 


? TO II1S MOTHER. 

PEAR MOTHER, St. John**, Cambridge, April. 1806. 

* • * * 

1 am quite unhappy to see you so anxious on my account, 
and also that you should thin^ me neglectful of you. Be- 
lieve me, my dear mother, my thoughts are often with you. 
Never do I Jay myself on my bed, before you have all 
passed before mein my prayers ; and one of my first earthly 
wishes is to makeyou comfortable, and provide that rest and 
quiet for your mind which you so much need : and never 
fear but l shall have it in my power some time og other. 
My prospects wear a flattering appearance. I shall be al- 
most sure of a fellowship somewhere or other, and then, if 
1 get a curacy in Cambridge, I shall have a clear income 
of 1701. per annum, besides my board and lodging, perffaps 
more. If I do not Teside in Cambridge, I shall have some 
quiet parsonage, where you may come and spend the sdtia- 
N 1 
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mer months. Maria and Kate will then be older, and you 
will be less missed. On all accounts you have much rea- 
son to indulge happier dreams. My health is considerably 
better. Only do you take as much care of yours ns I do 
of mine, and all will be well. 1 exhort, and entreat, and 
beseech you, as you love me, and all your children, that 
you will take your bitters, without ceasing. As you wish 
me to pay regard to your exhortatious, attend to this. 


TO HIS MOTHER. 

DEAR MOTHER, St. John’s, April, 1800 . 

I am a good deal surprised at not having heard from 
you in answer to my last. You will be surprised to hear 
the purport of my present letter, which is no less than that 
I shall speud the ensuing Easter vacation in Nottingham. 
The reasons which have Induced me to make this so wide 
an alteration in my plan, are these; I have had some 
symptoms of the return of my old complaint, and both my 
doctor and tutor think 1 had better take a fortnight's re- 
laxation at home. I hope you will not think I have neg- 
lected exercibe, since I have taken more this term than I 
ever did before ; but I shall enlarge m r hours of recreation 
still more, since I find it necessary, for my health’s sake, 
so to do. 

You need not give yourself any uneasiness as to my 
health, for I am quite recovered. I was chieAy afflicted 
with sleeplessness and palpitations of the heart, which symp- 
toms have now disappeared^jind I am quite restored to my 
former good health. My journey will re-establish me com- 
pletely, and it will give me no small pleasure to see you 
after so long an absence from home. I shall be very idle 
while I am at Nottingham ; 1 shall only amuse myself with 
teaching Maria and Kate. 

(SUPPOSED TO BB ADDBESSED) 

TO MRS. WEST. 

I rave stolen your first volume of Letters from the 
ckdmney -piece of a college friend, and I have been so much 
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pleased both with the spirit, conduct, and style ofthe work, 
that I cannot refram from writing to tell you so. I shall 
read the remaining volumes immediately ; but as 1 am at 
this moment just m that desultory mood when a man can 
best write a letter, I have determined not to delay what, if 
I defer at all, I shall probably not do at all. 

Well, then, my dear Madam, although I have insidiously 
given you to understand, that I write to tell you how much 
I approve your work, I will be frank enough to tell you 
likewise, that J think, in one point, it is faulty: and that, 
if 1 had not discovered what I consider to be a defect in the 
book, I should probably not have written for the mere pur- 
pose of declaiming on its excellencies. 

Start not. Mad am; it is in that very point whereon you 
have bestowed most pains, that L think the work is faulty 
— Religion . If I mistake not, there will be some little 
confusion of idea detected, if we examine this part nar- 
rowly ; and as 1 am not quite idle enough to write my opi- 
nions without giving the reasons for them, I will endea- 
vour to explain why I think so. 

Religion, then, Madam, 1 conceive to be the service a 
creature owes to his Creator ; and I take it for granted. 
that service implies some self-denial, and som labour ; for 
if it did not involve something unpleasing to ourselves, it 
would be a duty we should all of necessity perform. Well-, 
then, if religion call for self-denial, there must be some mo- 
tive to induce men voluntarily to undergo such privations 
as may be consequent on a n ligious life, and those motives 
musthe such as affect cither the present state of existence, 
or some future state of existence. Certainly, then, those 
motives which arise from the expectation of a future state 
of existence, must, in reality, be infinitely more important 
than those which are founded in temporal concerns, al- 
though, to mankind, the immediate presence of temporal 
things may outweigh the distant apprehension of the future. 
Granting, therefore, that the future world is the mf in ob- 
ject of our religious exercises, it will follow that they are 
the most important concerns of a man’s life, and that every 
other consideration is light and trilling in the comparison. 
For the world to come is everlasting, while the pre&nt 
world is but very short. Foolish, then, indeed, and short- 
sighted must that creature be, which can prefer tbtfconvt- 
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niences aod accommodations of the present to the happi- 
ness of the eternal future. 

All Christians, therefore, who undertake to lay down a 
chart for the young and inexperienced, by which they may 
ttecr with security through the ocean of life, will be ex- 
pected to make religion a prominent feature on the canvass ; 
aod that, too, qpt only by giving it a larger space, but by 
enforcing the superiority of this consideration to every 
other. Now this is what I humbly conceive you have not 
altogether done ; and 1 think, indeed, if I be competent to 
judge, you have failed in two points ; — in making religion 
only a subordinate consideration to a young man, and in 
not defining distinctly the essentials of religion. 

I would ask you, then, in what way you so impress re- 
ligion on the mind of your son, as one would expect that 
person wonld impress it who was conscious that it wAs of 
the first importance? Do you instruct him to turn occa- 
sionally, when his leisure may permit, to pious and devout 
meditation > Do you direct him to make religion the one 
great end and aim of his being ? Do you exhort him to fre- 
quent, private, and earnest prayer to the Spirit of Holiness 
that he would sanctify all his doings i Do you teach him 
that the prdtee or the censure, the admiration or the con- 
tempt of the world, is of little impoj'ance, so as his heart 
be right before the Great Judge ? Do you tell him that, as 
his reason now opens, he should gradually withdraw from 
thq gayer and occasionally more unlicensed diversions of 
the world— the ball-room, the theatre, and the public con- 
cert, in order that he may abstract his mind more from the 
too-fascinating delights of life, and fit himself for the new 
scene of existence, which will, sooner or later, open upon bis 
view? No, Madam, I think you do not do this. You tell 
him there is a deal of enthusiasm in persons who, though 
they mean well, are over-strict in their religious perform- 
ances. You tell him, that assemblies, dances, theatres, are 
elegant amusements, though you couple the* fine arts with 
them, which I am sorry to see in such company. I, too, 
am enthusiastically attached to the fine arts. Poetry, 
painting, and music, are amongst my most delicious and 
chastest pleasures; and bappy indeed do I feel when I can 
make' even these contribute to the great end, and draw my 
soul frOm its sphere, to fix it on its Maker and Redeemer. 
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I am fond, too, of tragedy; and though I do not find it with 
so much purity and chastity in Shakspeare as in the old 
Greek dramatists, yet I know how to appreciate its beauties 
m him too. Besides these, 1 have a thousand other amuse- 
ments of the most refined nature, without either theatres, 
balls, or card-tables. The theatre is not in itself an im- 
moral institution, but in its present state it is : and 1 feel 
much for an uocorrupted, frank lad of fourteen, who is per- 
mitted to visit this stew of licentiousness, impudence, and 
vice. Youi plan seems to me this : — Teach a boy to lead 
an honest, upright life, and to do his duty, and he will gain 
the good-will of God by the very tenor of his actions. This 
is, indeed, au easy kind of religion, for it involves no self- 
denial ; but tiue religion does involve self-denial. The 
inference is obvious. 1 say it involves no self-denial; be- 
cause a well-educated, sensible lad will see so many incon- 
veniences iu vicious indulgences, that he will choose the 
virtuous by a natural effort of the understanding ; and so, 
according to this system, he will ensure heaven by the 
soundness of his policy, and the rectitude of his under- 
standing. 

Admitting this to be a true doctrine, Clyistianity has 
been of no material serviee to mankind; andbthe Son of 
God might have spared his blood; for the heathens knew 
all this, and not only knew it, but many of them put it into 
practice. What, then, has Christianity done? — But the 
Scripture teaches us the reverae*of this : it teaches us to 
erivc God our whole heart, to live to him, to pray continu- 
ally, and to fix our affections, not on things temporal, but 
on things eternal. Now, I aSk you, whether, without any 
sophistry, or any perversion of the meaning of words, you 
can reconcile this with your religious instruction to your 
son? 

I think, likewise, that you do not define the essentials of 
religion didtitygctly. We are either saved by the atonement 
of Jesus Christ, or we are not ; and if we are, tbe& ell men 
are uecess&rily saved, or some are necessarily not Saved ; 
and if some are not saved, it must be from causes either 
existing in the individuals themselves, or from causes ex- 
isting in the economy of God’s dispensations. Now, Ma- 
dam, we are told that Jesus Christ died for all; but we 
grantthat all are not saved , Why, then, ere some not saved ? 
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It is because they do not act iu a manner worthy of God's 
favour ! Then a man’s salvation depends upon his actions. 
But wc are told in Scripture, that it does not depend on his 
actions — ‘ By faith are ye saved, without the works of the 
law — therefore it either must depend on some other effort 
of the creature, or on the will of the. Creator. 1 will not dis- 
pute the question of Calvinism with yon ; I will grant that 
Calvinism is indefensible : but this all must concede who be- 
lieve the Scriptures — that we are to be saved by faith only 
through Jesus Christ. I ask , therefore , whether you have 
taught this to your son ? and 1 ask whether there is one 
trait in yonr instructions, in common with the humbling, 
self-denying religion taught by the Apostles, by the homilies 
of our church, and by all the reformers ? The chief argu- 
ment of the latter against the Romish church, was their 
asserting the validity of works. Now, what ideas must 
your son have of Christian faith? "You say, that even 
Shakspearc's debauchees were believers j and he is 
given to understand, that he is a good Christian, if he do 
his duty to his master and fellows, go to church every 
Sunday, and keep clear of enthusiasm. And what has 
Jesus Christ Jo do with your system ? and where is that 
faith banished, of which every page of Scripture is full ? 
— Can this be right? * Closet devohon ’ is the means of 
attaining faith ; and humble prayer is the true means of 
arriving at fervency in religion, without enthusiasm. — 
You condemn Socinianism; but I ask you where Jesus 
Christ appears in your scheme ? and whether the influences 
of the Holy Ghost, and even his names, are not banished 
from it ? ‘‘ 


TO MR. P. THOMPSON. 

DEAR SIR,* Nottingham, April 9, 1806, 

1 si nciSAely beg your pardon for my ungrateful disregard 
of your polite letter. The intervening period has been so 
much taken up, on the one hand, by ill health, and on the 
Other by occupations of the most indispensable kind, that I 
have neglected almost all my friends, and you amongst the 
rest* I am now at Nottingham, a truant from study, end 
a rejected votary nt the shrine of Health ; a few days will 
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bring me back to the margin of the Cam, and bury me once 
more in the busy routine of college exercises, llefore, how- 
ever, I am a gain a man ol' bustle ami occupation, I snatch 
a few moments to tell you how much l shall be gratified by 
your correspondence, and how greatly I think myself flat- 
tered by your esteeming mine worth asking for. 

The little sketch of your past occupations and present 
pursuits interested me. Cultivate, with ail assiduity, the 
taste for letters which you possess. It will be a source of 
exquisite gratification to you : anil if directed as it ought 
to be, and I hope as it will be directed, it will he more than 
gratification (if we understand pleasure alone by that word), 
since it will combine with it utility of the highest kind. If 
polite letters were nieiely insti umcutal in cheenngthe hours 
of elegant leisure, in affoi dingrefined nnd polished pleasures, 
uncontaminated with gross and sensual gratifications, they 
would still be valuable ; but in a degree infinitely less than 
when they are considered as the handmaids of the virtues, 
the correctors as well as the adorners of society. But lite- 
rature has, of late years, been prostituted to all the purposes 
of the bagnio. Toetry, in particular, arrayed in her most 
bewitching colouis, has been taught to exercbe the arts of 
the Lcno, and to charm only that she may destroy. 'J’he 
Muse, who once dipped her hardy wing in the chastest dews 
of Castalia, and spoke nothing but what had a tendency to 
confirm and invigorate the mnnly ardour of a virtuous mind, 
now breathes only the voluptuous languishings of the harlot, 
and, like the brood of Circe, touches her charmed chords 
with a grace, that while it ravishes the ear, deludes and 
beguiles the sense. I call to*wit»css Mr. Moore, and the 
tribe of imitators which his success has called forth, that 
my statement is true. Lord Strangford has trodden faith- 
fully in the steps of his pattern. 

* # # * 

I hope, for the credit of poetry, that the good sense of 
the age will scout this insidious school; and what may we 
not expect, if Moore and Lord Strangford apply themselves 
to a chaster, muse ? — they are both men of uncommon 
powers. You may remember the reign of Darwinian poetry, 
and the fopperies of Della Crusca. To these succeeded the 
school of Simplicity, in which Wordsworth, Southey, and 
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Coleridge, are so deservedly eminent. I think that the 
new tribe of poets endeavour to combine these two opposite 
sects, and to unite richness of language, and warmth of 
colouring, with simplicity and pathos. They have certainly 
succeeded; but Moore unhappily wished to be a Catullus, 
and from him has sprung the licentiousness of the new 
school. Moore’s poems and his translations will, 1 think, 
have more influence on the female society of this kingdom, 
than the stage has had in its worst period — the reign of 
Charles 11. Ladies are not ashamed of having the delect- 
aide Mr. Little on their toilet, which is a pretty good proof 
that his voluptuousness is considered as quite veiled by the 
sentimental garb in which it is clad. But voluptuousness 
is not the less dangerous for having some slight resemblance 
of the veil of modesty. On the contrary, her fascinations 
are infinitely moTe powerful in this retiring habit, than"* 
when she boldly pfotrudes herself on the gazer’s eye, and 
openly solicits his attention. The broad indecency of 
Wycherly, and his contemporaries, was not half so danger- 
ous as this insinuating and half-covered mock-delicacy, 
which makes use of the blush of modesty in order to 
heighten the f harms of vice. 

Fmust conclude somewhat abruptly^ by begging you will 
not punish my negligence towaids you by retarding the 
pleasure 1 shall receive from your answer. I am. 

Very truly yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

Address to me, St. John's College, Cambridge. 


TO HTS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

iflY DEAR NEVILLE, St. John’s, May, 1606. 

* • * * 

My long delayed and very anciently-promised letter to 
Charledtoorth will reach him shortly. Tell him that I 
have written once to him in Latin: but that having torn 
the paper in two by a mistake, I could not summon resolu- 
tiomto copy' it. 

I was glad to hear of the eciat with which he disputed 
and cam off on so difficult a subject as the Nerves ; and I 
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beg him, if he have made any discoveries, to communicate 
them to me, who, being persecuted by these same nerves, 
should be glad to have some better acquaintance with my 
invisible enemies. 


TO HIS SISrER. 

MY DEAR SISTER, St. John’-, June 25th, ISOti: 


t iie intelligence you gave me of Mr. Forest’s illness, flee. 
&c. cannot affect me in any way whatever. The master* 
ship of the school’ must be held by a clergyman ; and I 
very well recollect thut he is restrained from holding any 
curacy, or other ministerial office. The salary is not so 
large as you mention : and if it were, the place would 
scarcely be an object to me : for I am very certain, that il 
I choose, when I have taken my dcgree^l may have half-a- 
dozen pupils to prepare for the university, with a salary of 
100 ?. per annum, which would bo more respectable, and 
more consonant to my habits and studies, than drilling the 
fry of a trading town, in learning which they do not know 
how to value. Latin and Gieek are uothinf-lijce so much 
respected in Nottingham as Wingate's Arithmetic. 

It is well for you tha£ you can still enjoy the privilege 
of sitting under the souud of the Gospel; and the wants of 
others, in these respects, will, perhaps, teach you how to 
value the blessing. All our comforts, and almost all our 
hopes here, lie at the mercy sf every succeeding hour. — 
Death is always at hand to bereave us Qf some dear con- 
nexion, or to snatch us away from those who may need 
our counsel and protection. 1 do not see how any perion, 
capable of reflection, can live easily and fearlessly in these 
circumstances, unless he have a well-grounded confidence 
in the providing core of the Almighty, aud a streftg belief 
that his hand Is in every event, and that it is a band of 
mercy. The ctfcnces and changes of mortal life are so many 
and various, that a person cannot possibly fortify hjfftell 
against the contingencies of futurity without some such hold 
as this, on which to repose amidst the contending galej of 
doubt and apprehension, This I say, as a$ectiDg the present 
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life ; our views of the future can never be secure , they cau 
never be comfortable or calm, without a solid faith in the 
Redeemer. Men may reason about the divine benevolence, 
the certainty of a future state, and the probable means of 
propitiating the Great Judge, but their speculations will only 
entangle them m the mazes of doubt, perplexity, and alarm, 
unless they found their hopes on that basis which shall out- 
stand the tide of ages. If we take this away, the poor 
bark of mortality loses its only stay, and we steer at ran- 
dom, we know not how, we know not whither : the religion 
of Jesus Christ is strength to the weak, and wisdom to the 
unwise. It requires no preparative of learning nor study, 
but is, if possible, more obvious and easy to the illiterate 
than to the erudite. No man, therefore, has any excuse if 
he neglect it. The way is plain before him, and he is in- 
vited to enter. He has only to kneel at the foot of the 
cross, and cry, with the poor publican, * Lord, have mercy 
upon me, a miserable sinner.’ If he do this, and examine 
his own heart, and mortify the body of sin within him, as 
far as he is able, hnmbly and earnestly imploring the as- 
sistance of God’s Holy Spirit, we cannot doubt but he will 
meet with the approbation and assistance of the Almighty. 
In this path re must all tread. In this path I hope that 
you, my dftr sister, are now proceeding. You have chil- 
dren; to whom can you commit them, should Providence 
: call you hence, with more confidence than the meek and be- 
nevolent Jesus ? What legacy can you leave them more cer- 
tainly profitable, than the prayers of a pious mother ? And 
if, taught by your example, as well as by your instructions, 
they should become themselyes patterns of a holy and re- 
ligious life, how sweetly will the eveningof your days shine 
upon your head, ga you behold them treading in those ways 
which you know, by experience, to be ways of pleasantness 
and peace ! I need not press this subject. 1 know you feel 
all that I say, and more than I cau express. I only fear 
that thejmstie of family cares, as well as many anxieties 
of mind on other accounts, should too much divert you from 
these important objects. Let me only remind you, that the 
prayers of the afflicted are particularly acceptable to God. 
The fflgh of the penitent is not too light to reach his ear. 
The eye of God is fixed as intently upon your soul at all 
times, as it is upon the revolution of the heavenly bodies 
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nod the regulation of system*. God surveys all things, and 
he contemplates them with perfect attention; and, conse- 
quently, he is as intently conversant about the smallest as 
about the greatest thiugs. For if ho were not as perfectly 
intent on the soul of an individual being as he is about the 
general concerns of the universe, then he would do one thing 
less perfectly than another; which is impossible in God. 


TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, St. John’s, June 30tb, ItiOff. 

I received your letter yesterday; and I hope you will 
not think my past silence at all in need of apology, when 
you know that our examination only closed on Saturday. 

1 have the satisfaction of informing you, that after a 
week’s scrutiny, 1 was deemed to be the first man. I had 
very little hopes of arriving at so distinguishing a station, 
on account of my many checks and interruptions. It gave 
me great pleasure to observe how all the men rejoiced in 
my success. It was on Monday that the classes were pub- 
lished. I am a prize man both in the mathematical and 
logical, or general examination, and in Laffn^composition. 

Mr. Catton has*texpressed his great satisfaction at my 
progress ; and he has offered to supply me with a private 
tutor for the four months of the vacation, free of any ex-* 
yeasa. This will cost the college twelve or fifteen guineas 
at least. My last term bill amounts only to 4l. 5s. 3d. after 
•ny exhibitions are deducted. 

I had engaged to take charge of a few classical pupils, 
for a clergyman in Warwickshire, daring one month of the 
vacation, for which I was to receive, besides my board, &c. 
&c. ten guineas ; but Mr. Catton says this is a piece of ex- 
treme folly, as it will consume time, and do me do good. 
He told me, therefore, positively, that he Would not give 
me an exeat, without which no man can leave fcis college 
for the night. 

I cannot, therefore, at all events, visit Nottingham with 
my aunt, nor meefher there. 9 

I couUl now, if I chose, leave Sti John's College, and go 
to another with great eclat; but it would be an un advis- 
able step. I believe, however, it will beJmpossiMe for them 
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to elect me a fellow at St. John’s, as my county is under 
particular restrictions. They can give me a fellowship of 
smaller value, but 1 had rather get one at another college; 
at all events, the smaller colleges will be glad to elect me 
from St. John's. 

***** 

With regard to cash, I manage pretty well, though my 
fund is at present at its lowest ebb. My bills, however, are 
paid; and l have no occasion for money, except as a pri- 
vate convenience. The question therefore is, whether it 
will be more inconvenient to you than convenient to me for 
you to replenish my purse ? Decide impartially. I have 
not drawn upon my mother since Christmas, except for the 
expense of my journey up from Nottingham to Cambridge ; 
nor do I mean to do it till next Christmas, when, as I have 
ordered a suit of clothes, I shall have a good many calls 
for money. 

Let me have a long letter from you soon. 

* * * * * 

TO IJIS MOTHER. 

MY DEAI^ ANOTHER, St. John’s, July 9th, IftOb. 

I have scarcely time to write you a lbng letter; but this 
pleasing nature of my intelligence will, I hope, make up foi 
its shortness. 

After a week’s examination, 1 am decided to be the first 
man of my year at St. John's: an honour I had scarcely 
hoped for, since my reading has been so very broken and 
interrupted. The contest wan, very stiff, and the men all 
acquitted themselves very well. We had thirteen men in 
the first class, though there are seldom more than six or 
•eight who attain that rank in common. 

I have learned also, that I am a prize-man in classical 
composition, though I do not yet know whereabouts I stand. 
It is reputed that here too I am first. 

Before it was known that 1 was the first man, Mr. Catton, 
our college tutor, told me that he was so satisfied with the 
mannq,** in which I had passed through the examination, 
that if I chose to stay up during the summer, I should have 
a private tutor in. the mathematics, and that it should be no 
expense to'bie. I could not hesitate at such a proposal. 
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especially as he did not limit the time for my keeping the 
private tutor, but will probably continue it as long as 1 
like. You may estimate the value of this favour, when I 
tell you that a private tutor, for the whole vacation, will 
cost the college at least twelve or fourteen guineas, and that 
during term time they receive ten guineas the term. 

I cannot of course leave the college this summer even for 
a week, and shall therefore miss the pleasure of seeing my 
aunt G-- ■ at Nottingham. I have wntten to her. 

It gave me much pleasure to observe the joy all the men 
seemed to feel at my success. 1 had been on a water ex- 
cursion, with a clergyman in the neighbourhood, and some 
ladies, and just got home as the men were assembling for 
supper ; you can hardly conceive with what pleasure they 
all flocked round me, with the most hearty congratulations ; 
and I found that many of them had been seekingmc all over 
the college, in order to be the first to communicate the good 
ridings. 

♦ * * * 

TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

MY DEAR FRIEND, St. Johr^JMy, 1806 . 

I have good and^ery bad news to communicate to you. 
Good, that Mr. Catton has given me an exhibition, which 
makes me up a clear income of G.'li. per annum, and that I 
am consequently more than independent ; bad, that I have 
been very ill, notwithstanding regular and steady exercise. 
Last Saturday morning T rose early, and got up some rather 
abstruse problems in mechanics for my tutor, spent an hour 
with him, between eight and nine got my breakfast, and read 
the Greek History ( at breakfast) till ten, then sat down 
to decypher some logarithm tables. I think I had not done 
any thiDg at them when 1 lost myself. At a quarter past 
eleven my laundress fonnd me bleeding in four different 
places, in my face and head, and insensible. I gt# up, and 
staggered about the room, and she, being frightened, ran 
away, and told my gyp to fetch a surgeon. Before he came, 
I was sallying out with my flannel gown on, and mg aca- 
demical gown over it : he made me put on my coat, and 
Ihen I went to Mr* Farish’s : he opened a vein, and my re- 
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collection returned. My own idea was, that t had fallen 
out of bed, and so I told Mr. Farish at first; but 1 after, 
wards recollected that I had been to Mr. Fiske, and break- 
fasted. , 

Mr. Catton has insisted on my consulting Sir Isaac Pen- 
nington, and the consequence is, that I am to go through a 
course of blistering, &c. which, after the bleeding, will 
leave me weak enough. 

1 am, however, very well, except as regards the doctors ; 
and yesterday l drove into the country to Saffron Walden 
in a gig. My tongue is in a bad condition, from a bite 
which 1 gave it either in my fall, or in the moments oi 
Convulsion. My nose has also come badly off. I believe 
I fell against my reading desk. My other wounds are 
Only rubs and scratches on the carpet. 

1 am ordered to remit my studies for a while, by the com- 
mon advice both of doctors and tutors. Dr. Pennington 
hopes to prevent any recurrence of the fit. tic thinks it 
looks towards epilepsy, of the horrors of which malady 1 
have a very full and precise idea; and 1 only pray that 
Cod will spare me as respects my faculties, However else it 
may seem go^d to him to afflict me. Were I my own mas- 
ter,. I know how I should act; but I am tied here by bands 
which I cannot burst. 1 know that change of place is need- 
ful ; but I must not indulge in the idea. The college must 
not pay my tutor for nothing. Dr. Pennington and Mr. 
Farish attribute the attack to a too-continued tension of 
the faculties. As I am much alone now, I never get quite 
off study, and I think incessantly. I know nature will not 
endure this. They both proposed my going home, but Mr. 
* * did not hint at it, although much concerned; and, in- 
deed, I know home would be a bad place for me in my pie- 
shut situation. I look round for a resting-place, and I find 
npne. Yet there is one, which I have long too, too much 
disregarded, and thither I must now betake myself. There 
are mai# situations worse than mine, and I have no busi- 
ness to complain . J f these afflictions should draw the bonds 
tighter which hold me to my Redeemer, it will be well. 

Y«.u may be assured that you have here a plain state- 
ment of my case, In its true coloars, without any palliation. 
1 am no yr well again, and have only to fear a relapse, 
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which I shall do all io my power to prevent, by a relax- 
ation in study. 

1 have now written too much. 

I am very sincerely yours, 

II. K. WHITE. 

V.S. I charge you, as you value my peace, not to let my 
friends hear, either directly or indirectly of my illness. 

TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

MY DEAR NEVILLE, St. JoWb, 30th July, 130G. 

I Had deferred sitting down to write to you until I should 
have leisure to send you a very long letter; but ns that 
time seems every day farther off, I shall beg your patience 
no longer, but fill my sheet as well as 1 can. 

I must first reply to your queries. I beg pardon for 
having omitted to mention the receipt of the * * *, but, 
as I acknowledged the receipt of the. parcel, I concluded that 
you would understand me to meau it£ contents as specified 
in your letter. But 1 know the accuracy 6 f a man of busi- 
ness too well to think yourcantion strange. As to the college 
prizes, I have the satisfaction of telling you that I am en- 
titled to two, viz. the first for the general e»minalion, aid 
one of the first forjhe classical composition. *1 say one of 
the first on this account — I am put equal with two others at 
the top of the list. In this contest I had all the men of the 
three years to contend wiih, and, as both my equals are my 
seniors in standing, I have no reason to be dissatisfied. 

« * « * 

The Rhetoric Lecturer segt me one of my Latin Essays 
to copy, for the purpose of inspection ; a compliment which 
was paid to none of the rest. 

• * • * 

We three are the only men who are honoured with prizes, 
so that wc have cat four or five Eton men, who are always 
boasting of their classical ability. 0 

With regard to your visit here, I think you had better 
come in term time, as the university is quite empty, and 
starers have nothing but the buildings to gazea*. If, how- 
ever, you can come more conveniently now than hereafter, I 
would advise you not to let this circumstance prevent you. 
I shall be glad to see Mr. * * with you._ You may spend 
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a few days very pleasantly here, even in vacation time, 
though you will scarcely meet a gownsman in the streets. 

I thought the matter over about * * * *, but I do not 
think I have any influence here. Being myself a young 
man, 1 cannot, with any chance of success, attempt to tit- 
red even that interest which 1 may claim with others. 

# # # * 

The university is the worst place in the world for making 
interest. The great mass of men are themselves busily em- 
ployed in wriggling themselves into places and livings : and 
there is in general too much anxiety for No. 1, to permit 
any interference for a neighbour. No. 2. 


TO HIS MOTHER. 

MY DEMI MOTHER, St. John’*, Aug. 1800. 

I have no hesitation iu declining the free-school, on the 
ground of its precluding the exercise of the ministerial du- 
ties. 1 shall take the liberty of writing Mr. ■ - - to thank 
him for having thought of me, and to recommend to his 
notice Mr. ~. 

* * * * 

But do nqt tret yourself, my dear mother; in a few years 
we shall, I hope, be in happier circumstances. I am not too 
sanguine in my expectations, but 1 shall certainly be able to 
assist you, and my sisters, in a few years. * * * *. As 
for Maria and Kate, if they succeed well in their educa- 
tion, they may, perhaps, be able to keep a school of a supe- 
rior kind, where the profits will be greater, and the labour 
less. I even hope that this- may not be necessary, and 
that you, my father, and they, may come and live with me 
when I get a parsonage. You would be pleased to see how 

comfortably Mr* lives with his mother and sisters, 

at a snug little rectory about ten miles from Cambridge. 
So much for castle-building* 


• TO MR. * * *. 

MlPfiOOD FRIEND, St. John’s, Aog. 15 , 1806 . 

1 have deferred writing to you until my return from 
Mr. — - ’s, knowing how much you would like to bear 
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from me in respect to that dear family. 1 am afraid your 
patience has been tried by this delay, and I trust to this 
circumstance alone as iny excuse. 

My hours have seldom flowed so agreeably as they did 

at S- , nor perhaps have I made many visits which have 

been more profitable to me in a religious sense. The ex- 
ample of Mr. will, I hope, stimulate me to a faithful 

preparation for the sacred office to which 1 am destiued. I 
say a faithful preparation, because I fear I am apt to de- 
ceive myself with respect to my present pursuits, and to think 
I am only labouring for the honour of C « od, when t am urging 
literary labours to a degree inconsistent with duty and 

my real interests. Mr. is a good and careful pastor ; 

mjiheart has seldom been so full as when I have accompa- 
nied him to the chambers of the sick, or have heard his 
affectionate addresses to the attentive crowd, which fills his 
school-room on Sunday evening. — lie is so earnest, and yet 

so sober, so wise, and yet so simple ! You, my dearR , 

are now very neatly approaching to the sacred office, and 1 
sincerely pray that you maybe stimulated to follow after the 

pattern of our excellent friend. Y ou may have Mr. ’s 

zeal, but you will need his learning and hjg judgment to 
temper it. Remember, that it is a work of muc£i more self- 
denial, for a man of active parts to submit to a course of 
patient study, than to suffer many privations for Christ’s 
sake. In the latter the heart is warmly interested: the 
other is the slow and unsatisfactory labour of the head, te- 
dious in its progress, and uncertain in its produce. Yet 
there is apleasure,a great and indescribable pleasure, ia tanc- 
tijied study : the more wearflome the toil, the sweeter will 
it be to those who sit down with a subdued and patient spirit, 
content to undergo much tedium and fatigue, for the honour 
of God’s ministry. Reading, however dry, soon becomes 
interesting, if we peruse it with a resolute spirit of investi- 
gation, and a determinate purpose of thoroughly mastering 
what we are about. You cannot take up the mosffeiresome 
book, on the most tiresome subject, and read it with fixed 
attention for an hour, but you feel a desire to go on : and 
here I would exhort you, whatever you read, read inaccu- 
rately and thoroughly, aud never to pass over any thing, 
however minute, which you do not quite comprfhpnd. This 
is the only way to become really learned) and to make your 
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studies satisfactory and productive. If I were capable of 
directing your course of reading, l should recommend you 
to peruse^utler’s Analogy, Warburton's Divine Legation, 
Pridcauxaud Shuckford’s Connexions, and Milner's Church 
History, century for century, along with Mosheim's Eccle- 
siastical History. The latter is learned, concise, cl ear, and 
wi ilten in good scholastic Latin . Study the Chronology of 
the Old Testament, and os a mean of making it interesting, 
trace out the completion of the prophecies. Read your 
Greek Testament with the nicest accuracy, tracing every 
woid to its root, and seeking out the full force of particular 
expressions, by reference both to Parkhurst and Scapula. 
The derivation of words will throw great light on many 
paits of the New Testament : thus, if we know that 'be 
word dianovog, a deacon, comes from &a and novto, to bustle 
about in the dust, we shall have a fuller notion of the humi- 
lity of those who held the office in the primitive church. 
In reading the Old Testament, wherever you find a pas- 
sage obscure, turn to the Septuagint, which will often dear 
up a place better than fifty commentators. Thus, in Jod, 
the day of the Lord is called 1 a day of gloominess, a day 
of darkness , and of clouds, like the morning spread 
upon the mountains,' which is a contradiction. Looking 
at the Septuagint, we find that the passage is mispointed, 
and that the latter metaphor is applied to the people: ‘ A 
people great and strong, like the morning spread upon 
the mountains.’ The Septuagint is very easy Greek, quite 
as muqh so as the Greek Testament; and a little practice 
of this kind will help you in your knowledge of the lan- 
guage, and make you a good Critic. I perceive your Eng- 
lish stylo is very unpolished, and l think this a matter 
of great moment. I should recommend you to read, and 
imitate as nearly as you can, the serious papers in the eighth 
volume of the Spectator, particularly those on the Ubiquity 
of the Deity. Accustom yourself to write down your 
thought*, 1 and to poli^i the style some time after compo- 
sit ion, when you have forgotten the expression. Aim at 
conciseness, neatness, and clearness ; never make use of 
fine vulgar words. Avoid evtfry epithet which does not 
add to the idea ; for every addition of this kind, if 
it do not ^strengthen, weakens the sentiment ; and be cau- 
tious never to express by two words, what you can do as 
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well by one; a multiplicity of words only hides the sense, 
just as a superabundance of clothes does the share. This 
much for studies. f 

* . * * 

I recommend yon to pause, and consider much and well 
on the subject of inatiimony. You have beard my senti- 
ments with regard to a rich wife ; but 1 am much too 
young, and too great an enthusiast, to be even a tolerable 
counsellor on a point like this. You must think for your- 
self, and consult with prudent and pious people, whose 
years have taught them the wisdom of the present world, 
and whose experience has instructed them in that of the 
world to come. But a little sober thought is worth a world 
of advice. You have, however, an infallible adviser, and 
to his directions you%ay safely look. To him I commend 
all your ways. 

1 have one observation to make, which I hope you will 
forgive in me, — it is, that you fall in love too readily. I 
have no notion of a man's having a certain species of affection 
for two women at once. I am afraid you let your admira- 
tion outrun your judgment in the outset, and then comes the 
tlenwiment and its attendants, disappointment and disgust. 
Take good heed you do not do this in marriage p for if you 
do, there will be gre*at risk of your making shipwreck of 
your hopes. Be content to learn a woman’s good qualities 
as they gradually reveal themselves; and do not let ycur 
imagination adorn her with virtues and charms to which she 
has no pretension. 1 think there is often a little disappoint- 
ment after marriage — our angels turn out to be mere Eves: 
hut the true way of avoiduf|, or, at least, lessening this 
inconvenience, is to estimate the object of our aifeptions 
really as she is, without deceiving ourselves, and injuring 
her, by elevating her above her sphere. This is the way 
to be happy in marriage ; for upon this plan our partner* 
will be continually breaking in upon us, and delighting uS 
with some new discovery of exce while, %on the 

other plan, we shall always be finding that the reality falls 
short of what w$ had so fondly and so foolishly imagined. 

Be very sedulous and very patient in your studies. tiYofe 
would shudder at the idea of obtruding yourself on the sa- 
cred office in a condition rather to disgrace than Jto adorn 
it. St. Paul is earnest in admonishing Timothy to give at- 
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tendon to reading : and that holy apostle himself quotes 
from several of the best authors among the Greeks, llis 
style is dffso very elegant, and polished on occasions. He, 
therefore, did not think the graces of composition beneath 
his attention, as some foolish and ignorant preachers of the 
present day are apt to do. I have written a longer letter 
to you than I expected, aad 1 must now therefore say, 
good-bye. I am, 

Very affectionately yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

TO IIIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

DEAR NEVILLE, St. John’s, August 12th, 1806. 

I can but just manage to tell you by this post, what I 
am sure you will be glad to learn, even at the expense of 
seven-pence for an empty sheet, that Mr.Catton has given 
me an exhibition, which makes my whole income sixty gui- 
neas a-year. My last term’s bill was 13 /, 13s., and 1 had 
71. 1 28, to receive : but the expenses of this vacation will 
leave me bare until Christmas. 

I have the oleasure of not having solicited either this or 
any other vf the favours which Mr. Catton has so liberally 
bestowed upon me : “and though I have been the possessor 
of this exhibition ever since March last, yet Mr. Catton did 
not hint it to me until this morning, .when he gave me my 
bill. 

I have, of course, signified to Mr. Simeon, that I shall 
have no need whatever of the stipend which I have hitherto 
received through his hands, -lie was extremely kind on the 
occasion, and indeed his conduct towards me has ever been 
fatherly. It was Mr. * * * who allowed me 20 L per 
annum, and Mr. Simeon added 101. He told me, that my 
conduct gave him the most heartfelt joy; that I was so 
generally respected, without having made any compliances, 
as he understood, or Jiving, in any instance, concealed my 
principles. Indeed .this is a praise which I may claim, 
though I never conceived that it was at all an object of 
prair t. I have always taken some pains to let those around 
me know jpy religious sentiments, as a saving of trouble, 
and as a mark of that independence of opinion, which I 
think every one ought to assert; and as I have produced 
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my opinions with frankness and modesty, and supporfed 
them (if attacked) with coolness and candour, 1 have never 
found them any impediment to my acquaint anc^with any 
person whose acquaintance T coveted. 


TO MR. R. W. A. 

DEAR a , St. Joliu’n, Aug-, l&th, ISOS. 

I AM glad to hear of your voyages and travels through 
various regions, and various seas, both of this island, and its 
little suckling the Isle of Wight. 

Many hair’s breadth 'scapes and perilous adventures 
you must needs have had, and many a lime, on the ex- 
treme shores of the south, must you have looked up with 
the eye of intelligent curiosity to see whether the same 
moon shoue there as in the pleasant, but now far dis- 
tant groves of Col wick. And now, my very wise and 
travelled friend, seeing that your heat! is yet upon your 
shoulders, and your neck in.its right natural position, and 
seeing that, after all the changes and chances of a long 
journey, and after being hanged from post to pillar, and from 
pillar to post j seeing, I say, that after all this, you are safe- 
ly housed once more under your paternal rdhf, what think 
you, if you were to ’#dulge your mind as much ts you have 
done your eyes and gaping muscles J A few trips to the 
fountains of light and colour, or to the regions of the good 
lady who xtpcriv uddAoig iticwe* a tpoppov rtovrov , a ramble 
down the Galaxy, and a few peeps on the nn confined con- 
fines (ttot/iijv anoTfJiov, virvov uumJov, fiidv ou /Iiutov) 
of 'nfinite space, would prove^perhaps.as delectable to your 
immaterial part, as the delicious seesaw of a post -chaise 
was to your corporeal; or, if these ethereal, aeronautical, 
mathematical volntations should displease you, perhaps it 
would not be ami ss to saunter a few weeks on the site of Troy, 
or to lay out plans of, ancient history on the debatable 
ground of the Toloponnesians and Athenians. Thra is one 
Thucydides, who lives near, who wUbtell you all about the 
places you visit, and the great events connected with them : 
he is a sententious old fellow, very shrewd in his remarks, 
apd speaks, moreover, very excellent Greek at your s<f vice. 
I know not whether you have met with any guide in the 
course of your bodily travels who can be compared to him. 
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If you should make Home in your way, either there or back, 
I should like to give you a letter of introduction to an old 
friend of mine, whose name is Livy, who, as far as his me* 
mory extends, will amuse you w ith pretty stories, and some 
true history. There is another honest fellow enough, to 
whom I dare not recommend you, he is so very crabbed and 
tart, and speaks so much in epigrams and enigmas, that l 
am afraid he W'ould teach you to talk as unintelligibly as 
himself. I do not mean to give you any more advice, but 
1 have one exhortation , which 1 hope you will take in good 
part ; it is this, that if you set out ou this journey, you 
would please to proceed to its end : for T have been ac- 
quainted with some young men, who have turned their 
faces towards Athens or Rome, and trudged on manfully 
for a few miles, but when they had travelled till they grew 
weary, and worn out a good pair of shoes, have suddenly 
become disheartened, and returned without any recompense 
for their pains. 

And now let me assume a more serious strain, and exhort 
you to cultivate your mind with the utmost assiduity. You 
are at a critical period of your life, and the habits which 
you now form, will, most probably, adhere to you through 
life. Iftheylie idle habits, I am sure they will. 

Buteven*ihe cultivation of your mil* 1 is of minor import- 
ance to that of your heart, your temper, and disposition. 
Here I have need not t o preach, but to learn . You have 
had less to encounter in your religious progress than I have, 
and your progress has been therefore greater, greater even 
than your superior faculties would have warranted. I have 
had to fight hard with vanity |t home, and applause abroad : 
no wonder that my vessel has been tossed about; but 
greater wonder that it is yet upon the waves. I exhort 
you to pray with me (and I entreat you to pray for me), 
that we may both weather out the stormy and arrive in the 
haven of sound tranquility, even on thfirsffde the grave. 

We h|ve all particular reason to wfctteh and pray, lest 
self too Such predominate. We should accustom ourselves 
to hold our own comforts and conveniences as subordinate 
to the comforts and conveniences of others in all things : and 
a ha&t thus began in little matters, might probably be ex* 
tended without difficulty to those of a higher nature. 
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TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

MY DEAR BEN, St. John’s, 14th Sept. 1600. 

1 can scarcely write more to you now than just to calm 
your uneasiness on my account. I am perfectly well again, 
and have experienced no recnrience of the fit; my spirits 
too are better, and 1 read very moderately. I hope that 
God will be pleased to spare his rebellious child ; this stroke 
has brought me nearer to Him : whom indeed have 1 for 
my comforter but Him ? 

1 am still rending, but with moderation, as I have been 
during the whole vacation, whatever you may persist in 
thinking. 

My heart tarns with more fondness towards the consola- 
tions of religion than itdid, and in some degree I have found 
consolation. 1 still, however, conceive that it is my duty to 
pursue my studies temperately, and to fortify myself with 
Christian resignation and calmness for the worst. I am 
much wanting in these virtues, aud, indeed, in all Christian 
virtues; but I know how desirable they are, and I long for 
them. Pray that 1 may be strengthened and enlightened, 
and that I may be enabled to go where duty bids, wherever 
that be. 


TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 

MY DEAR FRIEND, St. John's, Camb. 23d Sept. 1«W. 

# • • * 

You charge me with an accession of gallantry of late ; 
1 plead guilty. I really began to think of marriage (very 
prematurely, you’ll say); but if I experience any repetition 
of the Jit, I shall drop the idea of it for ever. It would be 
folly and cruelty to involve another in all the horrors of 
such a calamity. 

I thank you for your kind exhortations to a. complete 
surrender of my heart to God, which are contained jp your 
letter. In this respect 1 have betrayed tho most deplor- 
able weakness and indecision of character. I know what 
the truth ~is, and I love it; but I still go on giving myself 
half to God, and half to the world, as if 1 expected to ej^oy 
the comforts of religion along with the vanities of life. If, 
for a short time, 1 keep up a closer communion with 
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God, and feel my whole bosom bursting with sorrow and 
tenderness us 1 approach the footstool of my Saviour, I soon 
relapse into indifference, worldly-mindedncss, and sin; my 
devotions become listless and perfunctory: 1 dole on the 
world, its toys, and its corruptions, and am mad enough to 
be willing to sacrifice the happiness of eternity to the de- 
ceitful pleasures of the passing moment. My heart is in- 
deed a lamentable sink of loathsome corruption and hypo- 
crisy. In consistency with my professed opinions, I am 
often Obliged to talk on subjects of which 1 know but little 
in experience, and to rank myself with those who have felt, 
what I only approve fiom my head, and, perhaps, esteem 
from my heart. I often start with horror and disgust from 
myself, when I consider how deeply L have imperceptibly 
gone into this species of simulation. Yet I think my love 
for the Gospel, and its professors, is sincere ; only I am in- 
sincere in suffering persons to entertain a high opinion of 
me as a child of God, when indeed I am an alien from him. 
On looking over some private memorandums, which were 
written at various times in the course of the two last years/ 
I beheld with inexpressible anguish, that my progress has, 
if any thing, been retrogarde. 1 am still as dark, still as 
cold, still as^gnorant, still as fond of the world, and have 
still fewer desires after holiness. I very, very dissatis- 
fied with myself, and yet I am not prompted to earnest 
prayer. I have been so often earnest, and always have fallen 
away, that I go to God without hope, without faith. Yet 
I am not totally without hope ; I know God will have my 
whole heart, and I know, when I give him that , l, shall ex- 
perience the light of his countenance with a permanency. 
I pray that he would assist my weakness, and grant me some 
portion of his grace, in order that 1 may overcome the 
world, the flesh, and the devil, to which I have long, very 
long, been a willing, though an unhappy slave. Ho yap 
, pray earnestly with me, and for me, in these respects; I 
know tlje prayers of the faithful avail much ; and when 
you consider with what great temptations I am surrounded, 
and how very little strength I have wherewith to resist 
them, you will feel with me the necessity of earnest suppli- 
cated, and fervent intercession, lest I should be lost, and 
cast away for ever. > 

I shall gladly receive your spiritual advice and directions. 
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I have gone on too long in coldness and unconcern ; who 
knows whether if £ neglect the present hour, the day ol‘ sal- 
vation may not he gone by for ever ! ! 


TO MR. JOHN CHARLES WORTH. 


MY DEAR CHARLES Vt ORTH, 


St. John's, 33d Sept. 1806. 


Thank you for taking the blame of our neglected cor- 
respondence on your own shoulders. 1 thought it rested 
elsewhere. 'JLhnce have 1 begun to write to you; once in 
Latin, and twice in English; and each time have the fates 
opposed themselves to the completion of my design. But, 
however, pax sit rebus, we are naturally disposed to for- 
give, because we are, as far as intention goes, mutual of- 
fenders. 

I thank -youfor your invitation to Cl aph am .which came 
at afortuimte juncture, since I had just settled with my tutor 
that I should pay a visitto my brother in London this week, 
t shall of course see you ; and shall be happy to spend a few 
days with you at Clapham, and to rhapsodize on your com- 
mon . It gives me pleasure to hear you are settled, and 1 give 
you many hearty good wishes for practice anfl ty osperity. 
I hope you will soon find that a wife is a very necessary ar- 
ticle of enjoyment in a domesticated state ; for how, indeed, 
should it be otherwise ? A man cannotcook his dinner while 
he is employed in earning it. Housekeepers are complete 
helluoncs reifamiliurin, and not only pick your pockets, 
but abuse you into the bargain. While a wife, on the con- 
trary, both cooks your dinner/ond enlivens it with her so- 
ciety; receives you after the toils of the day with cheerful- 
ness and smiles, and is not only the faithful guardian of 
your treasury, but the soother of your cares, and the alle- 
viator of your calamities. Now, am I not very poetical ? 
But on such a subject who would not be poetical? A wife! 
— a domestic fire side; — the cheerful assiduities tC love 
and tenderness! It would inspire a Dutch burgomaster! 
and if, with all this in your grasp, you shall still choose 
the pulsate terrain pede liber o, still avoid the IrruptaipQ- 
pula , still deem it a matter of light regard to be an object 
of affection and fondntss to an amiable and sensible woman, 
why then you deserve to be a fellow of a college ah your 
O 
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days; to be kicked about in your last illness by a saucy and 
careless bed-maker; and, lastly, to be put in tho ground in 
your college chapel, followed only by the man who is to be 
your successor. Why, man, J dare no more dream that I 
shall ever have it in vny power to have a wife, than that I 
shall be Archbishop of Canterbury, and Primate of all Eng- 
land. A suite of rooms in a still and quiet corner of old St. 
.Tohn’.SjWhich was once occupied by a crazy monk, or by one 
of the translators of the Bible in the days of good King J ames, 
must form the boundary of my ambition. I must be con- 
tent to inhabit walls which never echoed with a female voice, 
to be buried in glooms which were never cheered with a fe- 
male smile. It is said, indeed, that women were sometimes 
permitted to visit St. John’s when it was a monastery of 
jBlack-Friors, in order to be present at particular religious 
ceremonies; but the good monks were careful to sprinkle 
holy water wherever their profane footsteps had cariied 
contagion and pollution. 

It is well that you are free from the restrictions of mo- 
nastic austerity, and that, while I sleep under the shadow 
of towers and lofty walls, and the safeguard of a vigilant 
porter, you are permitted to inhabit your own cottage, under 
your own guardianship, and to listen to the sweet accents 
of domestic affection. r 

Yes, my very Platonic, or rather Stoical friend, I must 
see you safely bound in the matrimonial noose, and then, 
like a confirmed bachelor, ten years hence, I shall have the 
satisfaction of pretending to laugh at, while, in my heart, I 
envy you. *6o much for rhapsody. I am coming to Lon- 
don for relaxation’s sake, and shall take it pretty freely ; 
that is, I shall seek after fine sights— stare at fine people — 
be cheerful with the gay — foolish with the simple — and 
leave as little room to suspect as possible that 1 am (any 
thing of) a philosopher and mathematician. I shall pro 
bably talk a little Greek, but it will be by stealth, in order to 
excite f*o suspicion. 

1 shallbe in town on Friday or Saturday. I am in a very 
idle mood, and have written you a very idle letter, for which 
1 entreat your pardon : and I am, 

Dear C , 

Very sincerely yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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TO II rs BROTHER NEVILLE. 

(Found in his pocket After hi* decease.) 

DEAR NEVILLE, St. Joliu’s, Oct. lllh, 1806 . 

I \m safely arrived, and in college, but my illness has 
increased upon me much. The cough continues! and is at- 
tended with a good deal of fever. I am under the care of 
Mr. Farish, and entertain very little apprehension about the 
cough ; but my over-exertions in town have reduced the to 
a state of much debility ; and, until the cough be gone, 1 
cannot be peimitted to lake any strengthening medicines. 
This places me in an awkward predicament; but I think I 
perceive a degree of expectoration this morning, which will 
soon relieve me, and then I shall mend apace. 

Under these circumstances, 1 must not expect to see yon 
here at present: when am a little recovered, it will be a 
pleasant relaxation to me . 

* * * 

Our lectures began on Friday, but I do not attend them 
until I am better. I have not written to my mother, nor 
shall I while I remain unwell. You will tell her, as a rea- 
son, that our lectures began on Friday. I £now she will 
be uneasy, if she do not hear from me, and stiH more so, if 
I tell her I am ill. 

I cannot write more at present, than that 1 am 

Your truly affectionate brother, 

II. K. WHITE. 


HIN'A, &c. 

Why will not men be contented with appearing what they 
are ? As sure as vre attempt to pass for what we are not, we 
make ourselves ridiculous. With Teligious professors, this 
ought to be a consideration of importance ; for when we as- 
sume credit for wbat we do not possess, we break^he laws 
of God in more ways than we are aware of: vanity and 
deceit are both implicated. 

Why art thou so disquieted, O my soul, and why ap full 
of heaviness ? O put thy trust in God ; for I will yet thank 
him who is the help of my countenance, and my God. 
Pt . xlii. . • 
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Domino fesu ! in te speravi, miserere mei! Ne sperne 
animum miserrimt pcccatoris. 

The love of Christ is the only source fiom whence a 
Christian can hope to derive spiritual happiness and peace. 
Now the love of Christ will not reside in the bosom already 
preoccupied with the love of the wotld, or any other predo- 
minating affection. Wo must gi\e up evciy thing for it, 
and we know it deserves that Uisti notion; yet, upon this 
principle, unless the enei gy of Divine grace were what it 
is, mighty and iriesisuble, who would be saved ? 

The excellence of our Liturgy, and our establishment, is 
more and uiot e impressed upon my mind : how admirable 
do her confessions, her penitential y offerings, her inter- 
cessions, her praters, suit with the case of the Christian! 
ft is a sign that a man’s heart is not right with God, when 
he finds fault with the Liturgy. 

Contempt of religion is distinct from unbelief: unbelief 
may be the result of proud reasonings, and independent re- 
search; butcontcmpt of the Christian doctrine must proceed 
from profound ignorance . 


Lord, give me a heart to turn all knowledge to thy glory, 
and not to mfn&i keep me from being deluded with the lights 
of vain philosophy; keep me from the f prideof human rea- 
son ; let me not think my own thoughts, nor dream my own 
imaginations ; hut, in all things acting under the good guid- 
ance of the Holy Spit it, may 1 live in all simplicity, hu- 
mility, and singleness of heart, unto the Lord Jesus Christ, 
now and for drerniore. Amen. 

[Tlie above prayer was Prefixed to a manual, or 
meiuoraniiuui-book.J 

A PRAYER. 

Almighty Father, at the close of another day I kneel 
before th*a in supplication, and ere 1 compose my body to 
$leep, I Would steal a few moments from weariness, to lift op 
my thoughts to thy perfections, to meditate on thy wonder- 
ful dispensations, and to make my request known unto thee. 

Although the hours of this day have not been spent in the 
busy haunts of society, but in the pursuit of needful and 
godly knowledge, yet 1 am conscious that my thoughts and 
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anions have been far from pure ; mid many vain and fool- 
ish speculations, many sinful thoughts and ambitious antici- 
pations, have obtruded themselves on my mind. I know 
that l have felt pleasui e in what l ought to have abhorred, 
and that l have not had thy presence continually in mind ; 
so that my ghostly enemy has mixed poison with my best 
food, and sowed tares with the good seed of instruction, 
homeiimcs, too, the world has had too much to do with my 
thoughts ; 1 have longed for its pleasures, its splendours, its 
honours, and have forgotten that I am a poor follower of 
Jesus Christ, whose inheritance is not in this land, but in 
the fields above. I do therefore supplicate and beseech thee. 
Oh ! thou my God and Father, that thou wilt not only for- 
give these my wanderings, but that thou wilt chasten my 
heart, and establish my affections, so that they may not be 
shaken by the light suggestions of the tempter Satan ; and 
since I am of m> self very weak, l implore thy restraining 
hand upon my understanding, that I may not reason in the 
pride of worldly wisdom, nor flatter myself on my attain- 
ments, but ever hold my judgment in subordination to thy 
word, and see myself as wb.it I am, a helpless dependant 
on thy bounty. If a spirit of indolence aniy assitude have 
at times crept on me, I pray thy forgiveness for it; and if 
I have felt rather Acliued to prosecute studies which pro- 
cure respect fiom the world, than the humble knowledge" 
which becomes a servant of Christ, do thou check this 
growing propensity, and only bless my studies so far as 
they conduce to thy glory, and as thy glory is their chief 
**nd. My heart, O Lord ' is but too fana of this vaiu 
and deceitful world, and I Ifave many fears lest I should 
make shipwreck of my hope on the rocks of ambition 
aud vanity. Give me, I pray thee, thy giace to repress 
these propensities: illumine more completely my wander- 
ing mind, rectify my understanding, and give me a simple, 
humble, and affectionate heart, to love thee and thy sheep 
with all sincerity. As I increase in learning, lft me in- 
crease in lowliness of spirit : and inasmuch as the habits of 
studious life, unless tempered by preventing grace, but too 
much tend to produce formality and lifelessness in demotion, 
do thou, O heavenly Father, preserve me from all Cold and 
speculative views of thy blessed Gospel ; and ^rhile with 
regular constancy 1 kneel down daily before thee, do not 



29£ THE REMAINS OF 

fail to light ilp the fire of heavenly love in my bosom, and to 
draw my heart heayenward with earnest longing [to thyself.] 

And now, O Blessed Redeemer ! my rock, my hope, and 
only sure defence, to thee do 1 cheerfully commit both my 
soul and my body. If thy wise Providence see fit, grant 
that 1 may rise in the morning, refreshed with sleep, and 
with a spirit of cheerful activity, for the duties of the day ; 
but whether I wake here or in eternity, grant that my trust 
in thee may remain sure, and my hope unshaken. Our Fa- 
ther, &c. 

[This prayer was discovered amongst some dirty loose 
papers ot H. K. VVlmc’s.] 

Mem. SEPTEMBER 22d, 1806. 

On running over the pages of this book, I am constrained 
to observe, with sorrow find shame, that my progress in di- 
vino light has been little or none. 

I have made a few conquests over my corrupt inclina- 
tions, but my heart still hankers after its old delights; still 
lingers half willing, half unwilliug, in the ways of worldly- 
mindedness. 

My knowledge of divine things is very little improved. 
1 have rea i less of the Scriptures than 1 did last year. 
In reading tl>e Fathers, I have consulted rather the prido 
of my heart than my spiritual good. 

I now turn to the cause of those evils, and I find that 
the great root, the main spring, is — love of the world; next 
to that, pride; next to that, spiritual sloth. 


REMARKS ON THE ENGLISH POETS. 


^IMITATIONS. 

The sutyimity and unaffected beauty of the sacred writ- 
ings arc in no instance more conspicaous, than in the fol- 
lowing verses of the xviiith Psalm : 

* Hr bowed the heavens also, and came down : and dark- 
ness was uuder hi* feet. 

* And Ije rode upon a cherub, and did fly : yea, he did 
fly upon the wings of the wind/ 
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None of our better versions have been able- to preserve 
the original graces of these verses, That wretched one of 
Thomas Sternbold, however (which, to the disgrace aud 
manifest detriment of religious worship, is generally used), 
has in tins solitary instance, and then perhaps by accident, 
given us the true spirit of the Psalmist, and has surpassed 
not only Merrick, but even the classic Buchanan. This 
version is as follows : — 


* The I-ord descended from above, 

And bowed the heavens high. 

And underneath his feet he cast 
The darkness of the sky. 

* On cherubs and on cherubims 

Full royally he rode, 

And on the wings of mighty winds 
Caine flying all abroad. 1 

Dryden honoured these verses with very high commen- 
dation, and, in the following lines of his Annus Miralnlis, 
has apparently imitated them, in preference to the ori- 
ginal: 

- * The duke less numerous, l»ut in courage more. 

On wings of gill the winds to combat flfes.* 

And in his Ceyx and Alcyone, from Ovid, he has — 

* And now sublime she rides upon the wind.’ 

which is* probably imitated, as well as most of the fol- 
lowing, not from Sternhold, but the original. Thus Pope— 

* Not God alone in tffc still calm we find. 

He mounts the storm, and rides upon the wind.’ 

And Addison — 

* Rides in the whirlwind and directs the storm.’ 


The unfortunate Chatterton has — 


* And rides upon the pinions of the wind.’ 

And Gray — 

1 With arms sublime that float upon the air.’ 

Few poets of eminence have less incurred the charge Of 
plagiarism than Milton ; yet many instances Slight be ad- 
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dnced of similarity of idea and language with the Scripture, 
which are certainty moie than coincidences, and some of 
these 1 shall, in a future number, present to your readers. 
Thus the present passage in the Psalmist was in all proba- 
bility in his mind when he wrote— 

-■■■■■ ■ * And with mighty wings outspread, 
Dove-like sat’st brooding on the vast abyss.' 

Par . Lost, t. 20. b. j. 
The third verse of the civth Psalm — 

* He malceth the clouds his chariot, and walketh upon 
the wings of the wind/ — 

is evidently taken from the before mentioned verses in the 
xviiith Psalm, on which perhaps it is an improvement. It 
has also been imitated by two of our iirst poets, Shak- 
speare and Thomson. The former in Romeo and Juliet — 
‘Bestrides the lazy-paced clouds. 

And sails upon the bosom of the air.* 

The latter in Winter, 1. 199. 

' Till Nature’s King, who oft 

Amid tempestuous darkness dwells alone, 

And. on the wings of the careerinf* winds 
Walks dreadfully serene.* 

As these imitations have not before, I believe, been no- 
ticed, they cannot fail to interest the lovers of polite letters; 
and they are such as at least will amuse your readers in ge- 
neral. If the sacred writings were attentively perused, we 
should find innumerable passages from which our best mo- 
dern poets have drawn their most admired ideas : and the 
enumerations of these instances would perhaps attract the 
attention of many persons to those volumes, which they now 
perhaps think to contain every thing tedious and disgusting, 
but which, on the contrary, they would find replete with 
interest, bi&uly, and true sublimity. 

STERNHOLD AND HOPKINS. 

HR.'feDlTOR,. 

In your Mirror for Jnly, a Mr. William Toone has of. 
fered a few observations on a paper of mine, in a preceding 
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number, containing remarks on the vcrsious and imitafions 
of the 9th ami 10th verses of the xviiity Psalm, to which i 
think it necessary to offer a few words by way of reply j as 
they not only put an erroneous construction on ccrtain'pas- 
sages of that paper, but are otherwise open to material ob- 
jection. 

The object of Mr.Toone, in some parts of his observa- 
tions, appears to have been to refute something which he 
fancied 1 had advanced, tending to establish the general 
merit of Sternhold and Hopkins' translation of the Psalms' 
but he might have saved lmnsclf this unnecessary trouble, 
as l have decidedly condemned it as mere doggrel, still 
preserved in our churches, to the detriment of leligion; and 
the version of the passage in question is adduced as a bril- 
liant, though probably accidental, exception to the general 
character of the work. What necessity, therefore, your 
correspondent could see for ‘ hopiny that J should think 
with him, that the sooner the old version of the Psalms 
was consigned to oblivion , the better it would be for 
rational devotion 1 am perfectly at a loss to imagine. 

This concluding sentence of Mr. l’ooue’s paper, which I 
consider as introduced merely by way of rounding the pe- 
riod, and making a graceful exit, needs no farther animad- 
version. I shall th^efore proceed to exam me Mie objections 
of the worthy clergyman of the church of England, to these 
verses cited by your correspondent, by which he hopes to 
prove Dry den, Knox, and the numerous other eminent 
men who have expressed their admiration thereof, to belittle 
better than idiots. — The first is this : 

‘ Cherubim is the plural of Cherub; but our versionei, 
by adding an s to it, has rendered them both plurals.’ By 
adding an s to what ? If the pronoun it refer to cherubim, 
as according to the construction of the sentence it really 
does, the whole objection is nonsense. — But the worthy gen- 
tleman, no doubt, meant to say, that Sternhold bad ren- 
dered them both plurals by the addition of an s to cherub. 
Even in this sense, however, I conceive the cnarge to be 
easily obviated; for, though cherubim is doubtless usually 
considered as the plural o/ cherub, yet the two words an 
frequently so used iu tbe Old Testament as to pro^, that 
they were often applied to separate ranks of beings. One 
0 2 • 
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of 'these, which 1 shall cite, will dispel all doubt on the 

subject : 

‘ And within the oracle he made twocherubims of olive 
tree, each ten cubits high.* — 1 lungs, ver. 23. chap. vi. 

The other objection turns upon a word with which it is 
not necessaiy for me to interfere ; for 1 did not quote the^e 
verses as instances of the mei it of Sternhold, or his version ; 

X ouly asserted that the lines which 1 then copied, viz. 

* The Lord descended from above/ &c. 

were truly noble and sublime. ‘Whether, therefore, Stern- 
hold wrote all the winds (as asserted by our correspond- 
ent iu oidet to furnish room for objection), or mighty 
winds, is of no import. Cut if this really be a subsequent 
alteration, l think at least there is no improvement; for 
when we conceive the winds as assembling from all quar- 
ters, at the omnipotent command of the Deity, and bearing 
him with their united forces from the heavens, we have a 
more sublime image than when we see him as flying merely 
on mighty winds , or as driving his team (or troop) of an- 
gels on a strmig tempest’s rapid wing, with most amazing 
swiftness, as etygantly represented by Brady and. 'Tate* 
I differ fr.pm your correspondent's opinion, that these 
verses, so far from possessing subhmit^, attract the reader 
merely by their rumbling sound : And here it may not be 
amiss to observe, that the true sublime does not consist of 
high-sounding words, or pompous magnificence; on the 
contrary, it most frequently appears clad in native dignity 
and simplicity, without art, and without ornament. 

The most elegant critic of Antiquity, Longinus, in his 
Treatise on the Sublime, adduces the following passage 
from the Book of Genesis, as possessing that quality in an 
eminent degree : 

* Gad said , Let there be light, and there was light : — 
Let the qprth be, and earth was.’i 

* The chariot of the King of kings, 

Which active troops of angel* drew , 

On a strong tempest's rapid wings. 

With most amazing «t oiftness Jtew. 
t Thie quotation apptars to have been made from memory, 
and not correctly. 
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From what I have advanced on this subject, I would not 
have it inferred, that I conceive the version of Sternhold 
and Hopkins, generally speaking, to be superior to that of 
Brady and ’rate; for, on the contrary, in almost every in- 
stance, except that above mentioned, the latter possesses 
an indubitable right to pre-emiuencei Our lauguage, how- 
evei, cannot yet boast one version possessing die true 
spiiit of the oiiginal; some are beneath contempt, and 
the best has scarcely attained mediociity. Your corre- 
spondent has quoted some verses from Tate, in triumph, as 
comparatively excellent, but, in my opinion, they are also 
instances of our general failure in sacred poetry; they abound 
in those ambitiosa ornamenta which do well to please 
women and children, but which disgust the man of taste. 

To the imitations already noticed of this passage, permit 
me to add the following : — 

* But various Iris, Jove’s commands to bear. 

Speeds on the wings of wiuds through liquid air.* 

Pope's Iliad y b. ii. 

* Miguel cruzando os pelagos do vento.’ 

Carlos Rcdazido , Canto 1 ., by Pedro de 
Azevedo Tojal, an ancient Portuguese poet of some merit. 

WARTON. 

The poems of Thomas Warton are replete with a subli- 
mity and richness of imagery, which seldom fail to en- 
chant: every line presents new beauties of idea, aided by 
all the magic of animated <Uction. I'rom the inexhaustible 
stores of figurative language, majesty, and sublimity, which 
the ancieut English poets afford, he has culled some of the 
richest and the sweetest flowers. But, unfortunately, in 
thus making use of the beauties of other writers, he has 
been too unsparing ; for the greater number of his ideas and 
nervous epithets cannot, strictly speaking, bejpalled his 
own; therefore, however we may be charmed by the gran- 
deur of his images, or the felicity of his expression, we 
must still bear in our recollection, that we cannot ^th jus- 
tice bestow upon him the highest eulogtum of genius — that 
of originality. 

It has, with much justice, been obsegred, theft Pope, and 
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his imitators, have introduced a species of refinement into 
our language, which has banished that nerve and pathos for 
which Milcon had rendered it eminent. Harmonious mo- 
dulations, and unvarying 'exactness of measure, totally pre- 
cluding sublimity and hie, have reduced our fashionable 
poetry to mere sing-song. But 1 homes Warton, whose 
taste was unvitiated by the frivolities of the day, immedi- 
ately saw the intrinsic worth of what the world then 
slighted. He saw that the ancient poets contained a fund 
of strength, and beauty of imagery, as w r ell as diction, 
which, in the hands of genius, would shine forth with re- 
doubled lustre. Entirely rejecting, therefore, modern nice- 
ties, he extracted the honied sweets from these beautiful, 
though neglected flowci s. Every gr ace of sentiment, every 
poetical term, which a false taste had rendered obsolete, 
was by him levived and made to grace his own ideas; 
and though many will condemn him as guilty of plagi- 
arism, yet few will be able to withhold the tribute of their 
praise. 

The peculiar forte of Warton seems to have been in the 
.sombre descriptive. The wild airy flights of a SpenseT, the 
* chivalrous feats of barons bold/ or the 4 cloister’d soli- 
tude/ Were t^e'iavouritcs of his mind. Of this his bent he 
informs us in the following lines : — * 

Through Pope’s soft song, though all the graces breathe. 
And happiest art adorns his attic page. 

Yet do& my mind with sweeter transport glow, 

As, at the root of mossy trunk reclin'd, 
in magic Spenser’s wildly warbled song, 

I see deserted Una winder wide 
Through wasteful solitudes and lurid heaths. 

Weary, forlorn, than where the fated fair* 

Upon the bosom bright of silver Thames, 

Launches in all the lustTe of brocade, 

Amid tfe splendours of the laagbing sun. 

The gay description palls upon the sense, 

Au<l coldly strikes the mind with feeble bliss. 

t Pleasures qf Melancholy. 

- Warton' s mind was formed for the grand and the sublime . 

Belinda.' Vide Pope's Rape of the Lock, 
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Were his imitations less verbal , and less numerous, I should 
be led to imagine that the pec niter beauties of his favourite 
authors had sunk soimpiessividy into his mind, that he. had 
unwittingly appropriated them as his own ; but they arc in 
general such as to preclude the idea. 

To the metrical and oilier intrinsic ‘ornaments of style, he 
appears to have paid due attention. If we meet with an un- 
couth expression, we immediately perceive that it is pecu- 
liarly appropriate, and that no other term could have been 
made use of with so happy an effect. JTis poems abound 
with alliterative lines. Indeed, this figure seems to have 
been his favourite ; and he studiously seeks every oppor- 
tunity to introduce it: however, it must be acknowledged, 
that his ‘ daisy-dappled dales,' &c. occur too frequently. 

The poem on which Warton’s fame (as a poet) princi- 
pally rests, is, the * Pleasures of Melancholy ;* and (notwith- 
standing the perpetual recunecce of ideas which are bor- 
rowed from other poets) there arc few pieces which 1 have 
perused with more exquisite giatificatiou. Ihc gloomy tints 
with which he overcasts his descriptions ; his highly figu- 
rative language ; and, above all, the antique air which the 
poem wears, convey the most sublime ideajtothe mind. 

Of the other pieces of &is poet, some are f^trellent, and 
they all rise above Mediocrity, Jn his sonnets, he has suc- 
ceeded wonderfully; that wnttpn at Winslade, and the one 
to the river Lodon, are peculiarly beautiful, and that to 
Mr. Gray is most elegantly turned . The # Ode.pn the Ap- 
proach ofISuinmer,* is replete with genius and poetic fire ; 
and even over the Birth-day Odes, which he wrote as poet- 
laureate, his genius has casPcnergy and beauty. His 1 hu- 
morous pieces and satires abound in wit ; and, in short, 
taking him altogether, he is an ornament to our country 
and our language ; and it is to be regretted, that the profu- 
sion with which he has made use of the beauties of jothcr 
poets, should have given room for censure. 

I should have closed my short, and, I fear, jejlnb essay 
on Warton, but that I wished to hint to your truly elegant 
and acute Stamford correspondent, Octavius Gilchrist 
(whose future remarks ou Warton’s imitations I awrjt with 
considerable impatience), that the passage in the Pleasures 
of Melancholy, 
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or ghostly shape, 

At distance seen, invites with beck'ning hand 
Thy lonesome steps,' '• 

which he supposes to be taken from the following in 
Coinus — -* 

* Of calling shapes, and beck'ning shadows dire, 

And airy tongues that syllable men’s names,' 

is more probably taken from the commencement of Pope's 
Elegy on an unfortunate Lady— 

* What beck’ning ghost, along the moonlight shade 
Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade?’ 

The original idea was possibly taken from Coinus by Pope, 
from whom Warton, to all appeal ancc, again borrowed it. 

Were the similanty of the passage in Gray to that in 
Warton less striking and verbal, I should be inclined to 
think it only a remarkable coincidence : for Gray’s biogra- 
phers inform us, that he commenced his elegy iu 171*2, and 
that it was completed in 1744, being the year which he par- 
ticularly devoted to the muses, though he did not 1 put the 
^finishing strode to it ’ until 1750 t ’Ihe Pleasures of Me- 
lancholy were published in Ito. in 1747 ; therefore Gray 
might take his third stanza from Warton ; but it is rather 
extraordinary, that the third stanza of a poem should be 
taken from another, published Jive years after that poem 
was begun, and three after 1 1 was unde rstood to be completed . 
One cii cumstance, however, seems to render the supposi- 
tion of its being a plagiarism somewhat more probable, 
which is, that the stanza in q&stion is not essential to the 
connexion of the succeeding and antecedent verses ; there- 
fore it might have bees added by Gray, when he put the 
* ^finishing stroke ’ to his piece in 1750. 

CURSORY REMARKS ON TRAGEDY. 

Th* ple&ure which is derived front the representation of 
an affecting tragedy, has often been the subject of inquiry 
among philosophical critics, as Q a singular phenomenon. — 
That tt.e mimf ejtauld receive gratification from the excite- 
ment of thosqmlsions which are in themselves painful, is 
really jyyexjqprdinary paradox, and is the more inespli- 
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cable, since, when the same means are employed to rouse 
the more pleasing affections, no adequate effect is produced. 

In order to solve this problem, many ingenious hypothe- 
ses have been invented. I he Abbe Du Bos tells us, {hat 
the mind has such a natural antipathy to a state of listless- 
ness and languor, as to lender the transition from it to a 
state of exerton, even though by rousing passions m them- 
selves painful, as in the instance of tragedy, a positive plea- 
sure. Monsieur Fnntemllohtis given us a more satisfactory 
account, He tells us that pleasure and pain, two sentiments 
so different in themselves, do not differ so much in their 
cause; — that pleasure, carried too far, becomes pain; and 
pain, a little moderated, becomes pleasure. Ileuce that 
the pleasure we derive from ti ageily is a pleasing sorrow, 
a modulated pain. David Hume, who has also written 
upon this subject, unites the two systems, wuh this addi- 
tion, that the painfnl emotions excited by the representation 
of melancholy scenes, are t.irihpr tempered, and the plea- 
sure is proportionality heightened by the eloquence displayed 
in the relation — the art shewn in collecting the pathetic 
circumstances, and the judgment evinced iu their happy 
disposition. 

But even now I do not conceive the difficulty to be satis- 
factorily done away ft Admitting the postulating which the 
Abbe Du Bos assumes, that languor is so disagreeable to the 
mind, as to render its removal positive pleasure, to be true; 
yet, when we recollect, as Mr. I Tunic has before observed, 
that were ^ie same objects of distress which give us plea- 
sure in tragedy, set before our eyes in reality, though they 
would effectually remove list^essness, they would excite the 
most unfeigned uneasmc«s, we shall hesitate in applying 
this solution in its full extent to the present subject. >1. 
Fontenelle’s reasoning is much more conclusive : yet T 
think he eirs egregiously in his premises, if be means tp 
imply that any modulation of pain is pleasing ; because, in 
whatever degree it may be, it is still pain, and relate from 
either ease or positive pleasure; and if, by moderated pam, 
he means any uneasy sensation abated, though not totally 
banished, he is no less mistaken in the application of them 
to the subject befoie us. Pleasure may very well b? con- 
ceived to be painful, when earned to excess, because it there 
becomes exertion, and is inconvenient. We way also fonu 
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some idea of a pleasure arising from moderated pain, or the 
transition from the disagreeable to the less disagreeable ; but 
tlxis cannot in any wise be applied to the gratification we 
derive from a tragedy, for there no superior degree of pain 
is felt for an inferior. As to Mr. Hume's addition of the 
pleasure we derive frpm the, art of the poet, for the intro- 
duction of which he has written his whole dissertation on 
tragedy, it merits little considei ation. The self- recollection 
necessary to render this art a source of gratification, must 
weaken the illusion ; and whatever weakens the illusion 
diminishes the effect. 

In these systems it is taken for granted', that all those pas- 
sions aie excited which me represented iu the drama. 'Ilns 
1 conceive to have been the primary cause of error; for to 
me it seems very probable that the only passion or affection 
■which is excited, is that "of sympathy, which partakes of 
the pleasing nature of pity ' and compassion, and includes in 
it so much as is pleasing of hope and apprehension, joy 
and grief. 

The pleasure we derive from the afflictions of a friend is 
proverbial — every person has felt, and wondered why he 
felt, something soothing ip the paiticipatiou of the sorrows 
of those dear t> his heart ; and be might with as much rea- 
son have questioned why he was delighted with the melan- 
choly scenes of a tragedy. Eoth pleasures are equally sin- 
gular; they both arise from the same source: both origi- 
nate in sympathy. 

It -would seem natural that an accidental spectator of a 
cause ih a court of justice, with which he is perfectly un- 
acquainted, would remain an uninterested auditor of whut 
was going forward. Experience tells us, however, the ex- 
act contrary. He immediately, even before he is well ac- 
quainted with the merits of the case, espouses one side of 
the question, to which he uniformly adheres, participates 
in all its advantages, and sympathizes in its success. There 
is no denving that the interest this rasa takes in the busi- 
ness is a Source of pleasure to him ; but we cannot suppose 
one of the parties in the cause, though his interest must be 
infinifel^r more lively, to feel an equal pleasure, because the 
painAjjf passions are in him really roused, while in the 
otheriK^mpathX alone is excited, which is in itself pleasing. 
It i« tafgp the same with the spectator of a tragedy. 
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Ami, if the sympathy is the more pleasing, it is because 
the actions are so much the more calculated to entrap the 
attention, and the object so much the moic worthy. r JThe 
pleasure is heightened also in both instances by a kind of 
intuitive lecollection, which never forsakes the spectator, 
that no bad consequences will result tb him from the action 
he is surveying. The recollection is the moic predominant 
in the spectator of a tragedy, as it is impossible in any case 
totally to banish from his mcmoiy that the scenes are fic- 
titious and illusive. In real life we always advert to futu- 
lity, and endeavour to draw inferences of the probable con- 
sequences ; but the moment we take off our minds from 
what is passing on the stage to reasonings thereupon, the' 
illusion is dispelled, and it again recur s that it ip all fiction. 

Tf we compare the degrees of pleasure we derive from the 
perusal of a novel, and the representation of a tragedy, we 
shall observe a wonderful disparity. In both we feel an in- 
terest, in both sympathy is excited. But in the one, things 
are merely related to us as having passed, which it is not 
attempted to persuade us ever did in reality happen, and 
from which, therefore, we never can deceive ourselves into 
the idea that any consequence whatever wiiy-esult; in the 
other, on the contrary, th£ actions themselvesjniss before 
our eyes ; we are 9ot tempted to ask ourselves whether 
they did ever happen : we see them happen, we are the wit- 
nesses of them ; and were it not for the meliorating circum- 
stances before-mentioned, the sympathy would become so 
powerful aistobc in the highest degree painful. 

J>» tragedy, therefore, every thing which can strengthen 
the illusion should be introduced, for there are a thousand 
drawbacks on the effect, which it is impossible to remove, 
and which have always so great a force, as to put it out of , 
the power of the poet to excite sympathy in a too painful 
degree. Every thiugthat is improbable, every thing which 
ia out of the common course of nature, should, for this 
reason, be avoided, as nothing will so forcibly reified the 
spectator of the unrealness of the illusion. 

It is a mistaken idea, that we sympathize sooner with 
the distresses of kings and illustrious personages, tha^with 
those of common life. Men are, in fact, more inclined to 
commiserate the sufferings of their equals, thau of those 
whom they cannot but regard rather withawe than pity, as 
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superior beings, and to take an interest in incidents which 
might have happened to themselves sooner than in those 
legiote from their own rank and habits, it is for this rea- 
son that ^Eschylus censures Euripides for introducing his 
kings in rags, as if they were more to be compassionated 
than other men : 

npiSruv jutv toi'^c fie.<rt\cuovTa£ pciKtafJLiriaxMtw' 
tv iXtfivoi 

T Ole. uvOpwiroig ipulvovr' civai. 

Some will, perhaps, imagine, that it is in the power of the 
poet to excite our sympathy in too powerful a degree, be- 
cause, at the lepreseutation of certain scenes, the spectators 
are frequently affected so as to make them shriek out with 
tei rot . Bu^L this is not sympathy ; it is horror, it is dis- 
gust, and is only witnessed when some act is committed on 
the stage so cruel and bloody, as to make it impossible to 
contemplate it, even in idea, without horror. 

Nec pueios coram populo Medea trucidet, 

Aut humana palam coquat exta nefarius Atreus, 

Hor. Ars Poet. 1 . 185. 

It is for thif reason, also, th«£ many fine German dramas 
cannot be brought on the English stage, such as the Rob- 
bers of Schiller, aud the Adelaide <fl Wulfingen, by Kot- 
zebue : they are too horrible to be read without violent 
emotions, and Horace will tell you what an immense dif- 
ference there is in point of effect between a relation and a 
representation : f 

Segnius irritant animos 4 demissa per aurem, 

Qnam qute sunt oculis subjects fidehbus, et quae 

Ipse sibi tradit spectator. Ars Poet l . 180. 

I-shall conclude these desultory remarks, strung together 
at random, without order or connexion, by observing what 
little foundation there is for the general outcry in the lite- 
rary Wfrld, against the prevalence of German dramas on 
our stage;. Hid they not possess uncommon merit, they 
would not meet with such general approbation. Fashion 
has fut a partial influence, bus. they have drawn tears from 
anaudftne^ih a barn as well as in a theatre royal; they 
h av* b$e* s^coraed with plaudits in every little market- 
xa^jSNmSina kingdoms, ai well as in the metropolis. 
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Nature speaks but one language ; she is alike intelligible to 
the peasant and the man of letters, the tradesman and the 
man of fashion* While the Muse of Qermany shall con* 
tinue to produce sue h plays as the Stranger and Lovers’ 
\ o\V3,* who will not rejoice that translation is able to na- 
turalize her efforts in our language ? 


MELA N Cl I O L Y HOURS. 

(No. L) 
z it? a wood 

(f 8iti g not to the vacant and the voting), 

There is a kindly uiood of McJaurfiol), 

Thai wings the soul .uul points her to the sklcs.—Ltyrr. 

Philosophers have divested themselves of their natural 
apathy, and poets have risen above themselves, in descant* 
ing on the pleasures of Melancholy. 'J here is no mind so 
gross, no understanding so uncultivated, as to be incapable, 
at certain moments, and amid cei lain combinations, of feel- 
ing that sublime influence upon the spirits which steals the 
soul from the petty nnxieti^s of the world, * 

1 And lib it to hold convene with the god%’ 

I must confess, if Ach there be who never felt the divine 
abstraction, 1 envy them not their insensibility. For thy 
own part, it is from the indulgence of this soothing power 
that I derive the most exquisite of gratifications. At the 
calm hour (ft moonlight, amid all the sublime serenity, the 
dead stillness oi the night; or when the howling storm rages 
in the heaveus, the raiu pelt? on my roof, and the winds 
whistle through the crannies of my apartment, I feel the 
divine mood of melancholy upon me ; I imagine myself 
placed upon an eminence, above the crowds who pant below 
in the dusty tracks of wealth and honour. The Mack 
catalogue of crimes and of vice; the sad tissue of wretched- 
ness and woe, passes in review before me, and I l&k down 
upon man with an eye of pity and commiseration^ Though 
the scenes which I survey be mournful, and the ideas they 
excite equally sombre ; though the tears gush as I contem- 
plate them, and my heart feels heavy with the sorrowful 

* I speak of these plays only as adapted to our stage by the 
elegant peas of Mr. Thompson., and Mrs. tnchbald. 
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emotions which they inspire ; yet are they not unaccom- 
panied with sensations of thepuiest and most ecstatic bliss. 

.It is to the spectator alone that Melancholy is forbid' 
ding; in herself she is soft and raieiesting, and capable of 
affording puie and unalloyed delight. Ask the lover why 
he muses by the si’de of the pulling brook, or plunges into 
the deep gloom of the forest ? Ask the unfoitnnatc why he 
seeks the stdl shades of solitude 9 or the man who feels the 
PAngs of disappointed ambition, why he retires into the si- 
lent walks of seclusion 9 and he will tell you that he derives 
a pleasure Ihercfiom, which nothing else can impart. It 
is the delight of Melancholy ; but the melancholy of these 
beings is as far removed from that of the philosopher, as 
ore the narrow and contracted complaints of selfishness 
from the mournful regrets of expansive philanthropy ; as 
are the desponding intervals of insanity from the occasional 
depressions of benevolent sensibility. 

The man who has attained that calm equanimity which 
qualifies him to look down upon the petty evils of life with 
indifference ; who can so far conquer the weakness of na- 
ture, as to consider the ^sufferings of the individual of little 
moment, whp put in competition with the welfare of the 
community .is alone the true philosopher. Ills melancholy 
is not excited by the retrospect of his own misfortunes ; it 
has its me from the contemplation of the miseries incident 
to' life, and the evils which obtrude themselves upon society, 
and interrupt the harmouy of nature, it would be arrogat- 
ing too much merit to myself, to assert that l have a just 
claim to the title of a philosopher, as it is here defined; or 
to say that the speculations of my melancholy hours are 
equally disinterested ; be this as it may, 1 have determined 
Co present my solitary effusions to the public ; they will at 
least have the merit of novelty to recommend them, and 
may possibly, in some measure, be instrumental in the me- 
lioration of the human heart, or the correction of false pro* 
possessions. This is the height of my ambition ; this once 
attained, and my end will be fully accomplished. One 
thing I can safely piomise, though far from being the coin, 
ages'of a heart at ease, they ‘will contain neither tha que- 
rulous captiousness of misfortune, nor the bitter taunts of 
misanthropy. Society is a chain of which I am merely a 
link; alfmen are my associates in error, and though some 



HENRY KTRKE WHITE. 309 

may have gone farther in the ways of guilt than myself, 
j'ct it is not in me to sit in judgment upon them ; it is mine 
to tieat them rather in pity than in auger, to lament their 
crimes, and to weep over their sufferings: As these papers 
will be the amusement of those hours of relaxation, when 
the mind recedes from the vexations of business, and sinks 
mto itself foi a moment of solitary ease, rather than the 
efforts of literary leisure, the reader will not expect to find 
in them unusual elegance of language, or studied propriety 
of style. In the short and necessary inteivuls of cessation 
from the anxieties of an irksome employment, one finds 
little time to be solicitous about expression. If, therefore, 
tile fervour of a glowing mind expresses itself in loo warm 
and luxuriant a manner for the cold ear of dull propriety, 
let the fastidious critic find a selfish pleasure in descrying it. 
To criticism melancholy is indifferent. If learning cannot 
be better employed than in declaiming against the defects, 
while it is insensible to the beauties of a performance, well 
may we exclaim with the poet, 

11 cuficvriij ay vo <a cor n/tio/xo£ tiq ii 

Orav oi <tu ov c\oit; ovrut; ouk uyvoei. W. 

(No. II.) ’ 

Rut (wel-a-day *) who loves the Muses now! 

Or helpes the climber of the sacred liykl* 

None leane to them : but stnve to dir,&low 
All heavenly dewes the gcddcHses distill. 

Win. Hr own's b'hrp/irard's Pipe, Jig. 4. 

Tt is a melancholy reflection, and a reflection which often 
sinks heavily on my soul, that the Sons of Genius generally 
seem predestined to encounter the rudest storms of adver- 
sity, to struggle, unnoticed, with poverty and misfortune. 
The annals of the world present us with many corrobora- 
tions of this remark; and, alasl who can tell how many 
unhappy beings, who might have shone with distinguished 
lustre among the stars which lllamine our hemispherg, may 
have sunk unknown beneath the pressure of untoward cir- 
cumstances ? who knows how many may have shrunk,' with 
all the exquisite sensibility o£ genius, from the rude and 
riotous discord of the world, into the peaceful slumberf of 
death? Among the number of those whose talents might 
have elevated them to the first rank of eminence, but who 
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h«.ve been overwhelmed with the accumulated ills of po- 
verty and mhfoitunc, £ do not hesitate to rank a young 
man whom 1 once accounted it wy greatest happiness to be 
able to call my friend. 

Charles Wanely was the only son of an humble 
village lector, whu.just lived to givo him a liberal educa- 
tion, and then left him, unprovided for and unprotected, to 
struggle through the world as well as he could. With a 
heart glowing with the enthusiasm of poetry and romance, 
with a sensibility the most exquisite, and with an indignant 
pride, which swelled in his veins, and told him he was a 
man,, my friend found himself cast upon the widq, world at 
the age of sixteen, an adventurer, without fortune and with- 
out connexion. As his independent spirit could not brook 
the idea of being a burden to those whom his father had 
taught him to consider only as allied by blood, and not by 
affection, he looked about him for a situation which could 
ensure to him, by bis own exertions, an honourable compe- 
tence. It was not long before such a situation offered, and 
Charles precipitately articled hirasel to an attorney, with- 
out giving himself time to consult Ins own inclinations, or 
the disposition of his master. The transition from Sopho- 
cles and Ev-ipides, Theocritus and Ovid, to Finche and 
Wood, Cuke and Wynne, was striding and difficult : but 
Churles applied himself with his wonted ardour to his new 
study, as considering it not only his interest, but his duty 
so to do. It was not long, however, before he discovered 
that ha disliked the law, that he disliked his .situation, and 
that he despised his master. The fact was, my friend had 
many mortificationsto endure, which his haughty soul could 
ill brook. The attorney to whom he was articled, was one 
of those narrow-minded beings who consider wealth as 
alone entitled to respect. Hu had discovered that liis clerk 
was very poor, and very destitute of friends, and thence he 
very naturally concluded that ho might insult him with 
impunity. It appears, however, that he was mistaken in his 
calculations, I« one night remarked that my friend was un- 
usually thoughtful. 1 ventured to ask him whether he had 
met with any thing particular to rhffle his spirits. He looked 
at tie for some momenta significantly; then, as if roused to 
fury by the recollection— ‘ 1 have/ said he vehemently, * T 
have, khava. He has insulted me grossly, and I will beat 
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il no longer.* ITe now walked up and down tho room with 
visible emotion.— rresenily lie sat down. — He seemed more 
composed. ‘My fiiend,’ said be/ I have endured much 
from this man. 1 conceived it my duty to forbear, but I 
have forborne until foibenranco is blamc&hle, and, by the 
Almighty, I will never again endure jvliat 1 have endured 
this day. Hut not only this man, every vac thinks he 
may treat me wiih contumely, because I am poor and 
friendless. -But I am a man, and will no longer tamely 
submit to be the sport of fools, and the foot-ball of caprice. 
In this spot of earth, though it gave me birth. 1 can never 
taste of ease. Here 1 must be miserable. The principal 
end of man is to arrive at happiness. lit re I can never at- 
tain it; and here, therefore, 1 will no longer remain. My 
obligations to the rascal, who calls himself my master, are 
cancelled by his abuse of the authority 1 rashly placed in 
his hands. £ have no relations to bind me to this particular 
place.* The tears started in his ey ea as he spoke. * 1 have 
no tender ties to bid me stay, and why do I stay ? The 
world is all before me. My inclination leads me to travel ; 
I will pursue that inclination; and, perhaps, in a strange 
land I ipay find that repose which is denied to me in the 
place of my birth. My finances, it is true, ore ill able to 
support the expense^ of travelling: but what then? Gold- 
smith, my friend, 1 with rising enthusiasm, 4 Goldsmith tra- 
versed Europe on foot, and I am os hardy as Goldsmith. 
Yes, I will go, and perhaps, ere long, 1 may sit me down 
on some towering mountain, and exclaim with him, while 
a hundred realms lie in perspective before me, 

'Creation’s heir, the world, the world is mine.* 

It was in vain I entreated him to reflect maturely, ere he 
took so bold- a step; he. was deaf to my importunities, and 
the neat morning 1 received a letter informing me of his 
departure. He was observed about sun-rise, sitting on the 
stile, at the top of an eminence which command^ a. pros- 
pect of the surrounding country, pensively looking towards 
the village. I could divine his emotions, on thus casting 
probably a last look on bis ji&tive place. The neat white 
parsonage house, with the honeysuckle mantlincr on itfwall, 
I knew would receive his last glance; and the image of 
his father would present itself to his mind, with* melan- 
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dully pleasure, as. he was thus hastening, a solitary indi- 
vidual, to plunge himself into the crowds of the world, de- 
prived of that fostering hand which would otherwise have 
been his support and guide. 

From this period Charles Wanely was never heard of at 

L ,and as his few relations cared little about him, in a 

short time it was almost forgotten that such a being had 
ever been in existence. 

About five years hnd elapsed from this period, when my 
occasions led me to the corn incut. 1 will confess 1 was not 
without a romantic hope, that 1 might again meet with my 
lost friend; and that often, with that idea, i scrutinized 
the features of the passengers. One fine moonlight night, as 
l was sti oiling down the grand Italian Sir ad a di Toledo, 
at Naples, I obseived a crowd assembled round a man, 
who, with impassioned gestures, seemed to be vehemently 
declaiming to the multitude. It was one of the Improvisa- 
tor!, who recite extempore verse*, in the streets of Naples, 
for what money they can collect from the hearers. I 
stopped to listen to the man’s metrical romance, and hud 
remained in the attitude ol attention some time, when hap- 
pening to turn round, I beheld a person very shabbily 
dressed, steadfastly gazing at me. The moon shone full in 
his face, (‘thought his features were familiar to me. He 
was pale and emaciated, and his countenance bore marks 
of the deepest dejection. Yet, amidst all these changes, X 
thought I recognised Charles Wanely. I stood stupified 
with surprise My senses nearly failed me. On,recoveripg 
myself, I looked again, but he had left the spot the moment 
he found himself observed. f I darted through the crowd, 
and ran every way which I thought he could have gone, 
but it waa all to no purpose. Nobody knew hint. Nobody 
had even Men soeh a person. The two following days I 
renewed my inquiries, and at last discovered the lodgings 
whare a man of his description had resided. But he had left 
Naples ^le-morning after his form had struck my eyas. 1 
found ha gained a subsistence by drawing rude figures in 
chalks, and vending them among the peasantry. I could no 
longer doubt it was my friend ^ and immediately perceived 
that hVs haughty spirit could not bear to be recognised in 
such degrading circumstances, by one who had kno.wu him 
in better days. Lamenting the misguided notions which 
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had thus again thrown him from me, I left Naples, %ow 
grown hateful to my sight, and embaikcd for England. It 
is now nearly twenty years since this rencounter, during 
which period he has not been heard of ; and there Cad be 
little doubt that this unfortunate young man has found, in 
some remote corner of the continent, an obscure and an un- 
lamented grave. 

Thus, those talents which were formed to do honour to 
human nature, and to the country which gave them birth, 
have been nipped in the bud by the frosts of poverty and 
scorn, and their unhappy possessor lies in an unknown and 
nameless toinb, who might, under happicir circumstances, 
have risen to the highest pinnacle of ambition and renown. 

w 

(No. III.) 

Few know lliat rlr-ganre of aoul refined. 

Whose soft sensation feels a quicker joy 

From melancholy’* scene*. Ilian the ilull pride 

Of tasteless splendour and magnificence 

Can e’er afford. Wnrtov?s Melancholy. 

IN one of my midnight rambles down the side of the 
Trent, the river Which waters the place of my nativity, as 
I was musing on the various evils which darken the life of 
man, and which have their rise in the malfv^lence and ill- 
nature of his fellowt, -he sound of a flute from an adjoining 
copse attracted my attention. The tunc it played was 
mournful, yet soothing. It was suited to the solemnity of 
the hour. As tho distant notes came wafted at intervals on 
my ear, %ow with gradual swell, then dying away on the 
silence of the night, I felt ihc tide of indignation subside 
within me, and give placebo the solemn calm of repose, 
I listened for some time in breathless ravishment. The 
strain ceased, yet the sounds still vibrated on my heart, 
and the visions of bliss which they excited, still glowed on 
my imagination. I was then standing in one of my fa- 
vourite retreats. It was a little alcove .overshadowed with 
willows, and a mossy seat at the back invited t# rtfst, 1 
laid myself listlessly on the bank. The Trent murmured 
softly at my feet, and the willows sighed as they waved 
over my head. K was the holy moment of repns% and I 
soon sunk into a deep sleep. The operations of fancy, in 
a slumber, Induced by a combination of circumstances so 
powerful and uncommon, could not fail to be uflld and ro- 
P 
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xoatftic in the extreme. Methought 1 found myself in an 
extensive area, filled with an immense concourse of people. 
A( one end was a throne of adamant, on which sat a fe- 
male, in whose aspect I immediately recognised a divinity. 
She was clad in a garb of azure ; on her forehead she bore' 
a tun, whose splendopr the eyes of many were unable to 
bear, and whose rays illumined the whole space, and pene- 
trated into the deepest recesses of darkness. The aspect of 
the goddess at a distance was forbidding, but on a nearer 
approach, it was mild and engaging. Her eyes were blue 
and piercing, aadthere was a fascination in her smile which 
charmed as ifby enchantment. The air of intelligence 
which beamed nr her look, made the beholder shrink into 
himself with' the consciousness of inferiority; yet the af- 
fability of her deportment, and the simplicity and gentle- 
ness of her manners, soon reassured him ; while the bewitch- 
ing softness which she conld at times assume, won hrs per- 
manent esteem. On inquiry of a bystander who it was 
that sat on the throne, and what was the occasion of so 


uncommon an assembly, he informed me that it was the 
Goddess of Wisdom, who had at last succeeded in regain- 
ing the dominion of the eArth, which Folly had so long 
usurped. Thatoshe sat there in her judicial capacity, in 
order to try vhe merits of many who were supposed to be 
the secret emissaries of Folly. In this way I understood 
Envy and Malevolence had been sentenced to perpetual 
banishment, though several of their adherents yet remained 
among men, whose minds were too gross to bejrrndiated 
With the light of Wisdom. One trial I understood was just 
ended, and another supposed delinquent was about to be put 
to the W. With much curiosity 1 hurried forward to 
survey the figure which now epproached. She was habited 
fa black, and veiled to the Ur&ist. Her pace was solemn 
and majestic, yet in every movement was a winning grace- 
fulness. As she approached to the bar, I got a nearer view 
of her, when, what was my astonishment to recognize in her 
the person of my favourite goddess Melsncboly ! Amazed 
that sh^ whom I had always looked upon as the sister and 
companion of Wisdom, should be brought to trial as an 
emitd&y and an adherent of Folly, 1 waited in mute im- 
patience for the accusation which could be framed against 
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much surprised to see a bustling little C it of m y acquaint- 
ance, who, by his hemming and clearing, I concluded was 
going to make the charge. As be was a self-important 
little fellow, full ol consequence and business, and totally 
incapable of all the finer emotions of the soul, 1 could not 
conceive what ground of complaint he could have against 
Melancholy, who, 1 was persuaded, would never have 
deigned to take up her residence for a moment in his breast. 
When I recollected, however, that he had some sparks of 
ambition in his composition, and that he was an envipua, 
carping little mortal, who had formed the desigu of shoul- 
dering himself into notice by decry ingsthe defects of others, 
while he was insensible to his own, my amazement and nay 
apprehensions vanished, as I perceived he only wanted to 
make a display of his own talent, in doing which I did not 
fear his making himself sufficiently ridiculous. 

After a good deal of irrelevant circumlocution, he boldly 
began the accusation of Melancholy. I shall not dwell 
upon many absurd and many invidious parts of his speech, 
nor upon the many blunders in the misapplication of words, 
such as ‘ deduce/ for * detract? and other sof a similar 
nature, which my poor friend committed in the course of 
his harangue, but shall ouly dwell upon ttjp material parts 
of the charge. • 

He represented i&e prisoner as the offspring of Idleness 
and Discontent, who was at all times a sulky, sullen, and 
* eminently useless' member jol the community, and not un- 
frequentlv a very dangerous one. He declared it to be his 
opinion, that in case site were to be suffered to prevail, 
maukind would soon become * too idle to go,* and would 
all lie down and perifh through indolence,** through for- 
getting that sustenance was necessary for thepreservatiou 
of existence ; and concluded with painting the tyjfferor* which 
would attend such a depopulation of the earth; hi such co- 
lours as made many weak minds regard the goddess with 
fear and abhorrence. 

Having concluded , the accused was called u{Hn lor her 
defence. She immediately, with a graceful gesture, lifted 
up the veil which concealed her face, and discovered a coun- 
tenance so soft, so lovely, *and so awekly expressive, as to 
strike the beholders with involuntary admiration, and which 
at one glance overturned all the flimsy sophistry of my poor 
frjend the citizen ; and when tbe silver tones ol her voice 
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wext» heard, the mui murs, which nnul then had continually 
arisen from the crowd, were hushed to a dead still, and the 
whole multitude blood transfixed in bi ruthless attention. As 
near as [ can recollect, these weie the words in which she 
addressed herself to the throne of Wisdom : 

* 1 shall not deign (ogive a uj klct answer to the va- 
rious insinuations n hick have been thrown out against 
me by my accuser. Let it suffice that I declare my true 
history, in opposition to that which has been so artfully 
fabricated to my disadvantage, fn that early age of the 
wdrld, when mankind followed the peaceful avocations of a 
pastoral life only, nod contentment and harmony reigned 
in every vale, I was not known among men ; but when, in 
process of time. Ambition and Vice, with their attendant 
evils, were sent down as a scourge to the human race, I 
made my appearance. I am the offspring of Misfortune 
and Virtue, auri was sent by Heaven to teach my parents 
how to support their afflictions with magnanimity. As I 
grew up, I became the intimate friend of the wisest among 
men. I was the bosom friend of Plato, and other illubti ions 
sages of antiquity, and was then often known by the name 
of Philosophy, though, in present times, when that title is 
usurped by mens makers of experiments, and inventors of 
blacking-cak(A, I am only known by thq appellation of Me- 
lancholy. So far from being of a discontented disposition, 
my very essence is pious and i esigned contentment. I teach 
ray votaries to support every vicissitude of fortune with 
calmness and fortitude. It is mine to subdue tfce stormy 
propensities of passion and vice, to foster and encourage the 
principles of benevolence and philanthropy, and to cherish 
and bring to perfection the seeds of virtue and wisdom. 
Though feared and hated by those who, like my accuser, 
are ignorant of my nature, I am courted and cherished by 
all the truly wise, the good, and the great; the poet wooes 
me as the goddess of inspiration ; the true philosopher ac- 
knowledges himself indebted to me for his most expansive 
views of Human nature ; the good man owes to roe that ha- 
tred of the wrong and love of the right, and that disdain for 
the consequences which may result from the performance 
of his duties, which keeps him good ; and the religious flies 
to me for the. only clear and unencumbered view of the at- 
tributes and* perfections of the Deity. So far from being 
idle, my mindJa ever on the wing in the regions of fancy, 
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or that true philosophy which opeus the book of human na- 
ture, on«l raises the soul above the evils incident to life. If 
T am useless, in the same degree were Hato and Socrates, 
Locke and Paley, useless; it is Uue that my immediate in- 
fluence is confined, but its effects arc disseminated by means 
of literatuie over every age and nation; and inaukiud, in 
every generation, and in every clime, may look to me as 
their remote illuminator, the original spring of the principal 
intellectual benefits they possess. But as there is no good 
without an attendant evil, so I have an eldei sister called 
Prenzy, for whom L have often beeiMuistaken, who some- 
times follows close on my steps, and to her lone much of 
the obloquy which is ached to my name: though the 
puerile accusation whie.. das just been brought against me 
turns on points which apply more exclusively to myself.’ 

She ceased, and % dead pause ensued. The multitude 
seemed struck with the fascination of her utterance and 
gesture, and the sounds of her voice still seemed to vi- 
brate on evciy ear. The attention of the assembly, how- 
ever, was soon recalled to the accuser, and their indignation 
at his baseness rose to such a height as to threaten general 
tumult, when the Goddess of Wisdom arose, and, waving 
her hand for silence, beckoned the prisoner fo her, placed 
her on her right haflll, and, with a sweet smile, acknowledged 
her far her old companion and friend. She then turned to 
the accuser, with a frown of severity so terrible, that I in- 
voluntarily started with terror from my poor misguided 
friend, ahd with the violence of the start I awoke, and, in- 
stead of the throne of the Goddess of Wisdom, and the vast 
assembly of people, beheld the first rays of the morning 
peeping over the eastern cloud j and, instead of the loud 
murmurs of the incensed multitude, heard nothing but the 
soft gurgling of the river at my feet, and the rustling wing 
of the sky-lark, who was now beginning his first matin-song. 

W. 

(No. IV.) 

2jcoirt)<ra/uci'Og clpitruov ouda/u tag av a\\w£ ov ? of 
iiavpaiaficvot ;. — isocr. 

The world has often heard of fortune-hunters, legacy- 
hunters, popularity-hunters, wad hunters of various de- 
scriptions— one diversity, however, oft this veVy extensive 
species has hitherto eluded public animadversion ; I allude 
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io the class of friend-hunters— men who make it the busi- 
ness of their live' to acquire friends, in the hope, through 
their inflaenceito arrive at some desirable point of ambitioas 
eminence. Of all the mortifications and anftieties to which 
mankind voluntarily subject themselves, from the expecta- 
tion of future benefit, there are, perhaps, none more galling, 
none more insuppoi table, than those attendant on friend- 
making. Shew a man that you court his society, and it is 
ft signal for him to treat you with neglect and contumely. 
Humour his passions, and he despises you as a sycophant. 
Pay implicit deference to his opinions, and helanghsat you 
for your folly. In all he views you with contempt, as the 
creature of his will, and the slave of his caprice. I remem- 
ber I once solicited the acquaintance ami coveted the friend- 
ship of one man, and, thank God, I can yet say (and I 
hope on my death-bed 1 shall be able to say the same) of 
Only one man. 

Germanicus was a character of considerable eminence in 
, the literary world. lie had the reputation not only of an 
enlightened understanding and refined taste, but of openness 
of heart and goodness of disposition. His name always 
carried with it fhat weight and authority which are due to 
learning and centos in every situation. His manners were 
polished, and his conversation elegant/' In short, be pos- 
sessed every qualification which could render him an en- 
viable addition to the circle of every man’s friends. With 
such a character, as 1 was then very young, I could not 
fail to feel an ambition of becoming acquainted, 'when the 
opportunity offered, and in a short time we were upon 
terms of familiarity. To riped this familiarity into friend- 
ship, as far as the most awkward diffidence would permit, 
Was my strenuous endeavour. If his opinions contradicted 
mine; I immediately, without reasoning on the subject, con- 
ceded the poittt to him as a matter of conrse that he must 
be right, and by consequence that I must be wrong. Did be 
utter a wfaicism, 1 was sure to laugh ; and if he looked 
grave, though nobody could tell why, it was mine to groan. 
By thus conforming myself to his humour, I flattered my- 
self I tarn making some progress 4n his good graces, bat I 
was soon undeceived. A man seldom cares mnch for that 
which costs him no pains to procure. Whether Germanicus 
found me a troublesome visitor, or whether he was really 
displeased wh# something I had Unwillingly said or dose. 
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certain it is f that when 1 met him one day, in company 
with persons of apparent figure, he had lost all recollection 
of my featuies, 1 called upon him, but Germanicna was 
not at home. Again and again 1 gaVe a hesitating knock 
at the great man’s door — all was to no purpose, lie was 
still not at home. The sly meaning, however, which was 
couched in the sneer of the servant the last time that, half 
ashamed of my errand, 1 made my inquiries at his house, 
convinced me of what L ought to have known before, that 
Germanicus was at home to all the world save me. I be* 
lieve, with all my seeming humility, 1 am a confounded 
proud fellow at bottom ; my rage at this discovery, there* 
fore, may be better conceived than described. thou* 
sand curses did I imprecate on the foolish vanity which led 
me to solicit the friendship of my superiors, and again and 
again did 1 vow down eternal vengeance on my head, if 1 
ever moie condescended thus to court the acquaintance of 
tn&u. To this resolution I believe 1 shall ever adhere. If I 
am destined to make any progress in the world, it will be 
by my own individual exertions. As I elbow my way 
through the crowded vale of life, 1 will never, in any 
emergency, call on my selfish neighbour for assistance. If 
my strength give way beneath the pressure of adversity, 

I shall sink withoi* his whine of hypocritical condolence : 
and if I do sink, let him kick me into a ditch, and go about 
his business. I asked not his assistance while living, it will 
be of no service to me when dead. 

Believe me, reader, whoever thou mayest be, there are 
few among mortals, whose friendship, when acquired, will 
repay thee for the meannes%of solicitation. If a man volun- 
tarily holds out his hand to thee, take it with caution. If 
thou find him honest, be not backward to receive his prof- 
fered assistance, and be anxious, when occasion shall re- 
quire, to yield to him thine own. A real friend is the most 
valuable blessing a man can possess, and, mark me, it is by 
far the most rare. It is a black swan. But, whoever thou 
mayest do, solicit not friendship. If thou art young, and * 
would make thy way in the world, bind thyself a seven 
years’ apprentice to a city^allow-chaadler, and thou mayest 
in time come to be lord-mayor. Many people have made 
their fortunes at a tailor’s board, reriwig.makera have 
been known to buy their country-seats,^ndbell9ws-menders 
have started their curricles^ but seldom, very seldom, has 
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the \nan who placed his dependence on the friendship of 
his fellow-men arrived fit even the shadow of the ho- 
nours to which, ibroogh that mediam, he aspired. Nay, 
even if thoushottfdsrfind a friend ready to lend thee a help- 
ing hand, the momeut, by his assistance, thou hast gained 
some little eminence, he will be the first to hurl thee down 
to thy primitive, and now, perhaps, irremediable obscurity. 

Yet I see no more reason for complaint on the giound of 
the fallacy of human fiicndship, than I do for any other 
ordonnance of nature, which may appear to ran counter 
to our happiness. Man is naturally a selfish creature, mid 
it is only by the aid of philosophy that he can so far con- 
quer the defects of his being, as to be capable of disinterested 
friendship. Who, then, enn expect to find that benign dis- 
position, which mamfesis itself m acts of disinterested be- 
nevolence and spontaneous affection, a common visiter? 
Who can preach philosophy to the mob i 

The recluse, who does not easily assimilate with theherd 
of uiaukmd, and whose manners with difficulty bend to the 
peculiaiities of others, is not likely to have many real 
friends. Ilis enjoyments, therefore, must be solitary, lone, 
and melancholy. Ilia only friend is himself. Ashe sits im- 
mersed in reve'.ie by his midnight fire, and bears without 
the wild RastS of wind fitfully careering over the plain, he 
listens sadly attentive ; and as the varied intonations of the 
howling blast articulate to h : s enthusiastic ear,h» converses 
with the spirits of the departed, while, between each dreary 
pause of the storm, he holds solitary communion .with him- 
self. Such is the social intercourse of the recluse ; yet be 
frequently feels the soft consolation of friendship. A heart 
formed for the gentler emotions of the soul, often feels as 
strong an interest for what are called brutes, as most bipeds 
affect to feel for each other. Montaigne had his cat ; I have 
read of a maq whose only friend was a large spider ; and 
Trench, urhti dungeon, would sooner bare lost his right 
hand thauthe poor little ujpase, which, grown confident 
with indulgence, used to beguile the tedious hours of im- 
prisonment with its gambols. For my own part, I believe 
my dog. who, at this'jnoment, seated on his binder legs, is 
wistfulfy surveying me, as if ha was conscious of all chat 
is passing in my mind -my dog, I say, is as sincere, and, 
whatever the world nmy say, nearly as dear a friend as 
any I possess : ana when 1 shall receive that summons 



HENRY KIRKE WHITE. * 321 

which may not now be far distant, he will whine a federal 
requiem over my grave, more pi^ously than all the hired 
mourners in Christendom. Well, well, poor Bob has had a 
kind master of me, and, for my own part, I verily beBeve 
there are few things on this earth 1 shall leave with more 
regret than this faithful companion of the happy hoars of 
my infancy. W. 

(No. V.) 

Vn Sonnet sans dcfaxil vaut sent nn long poeme t 
Mais en vain wille nutans y pen sent arnver ; 

A pane. 

peut-on admirer deux ou trots entre mtllc, 

Boilbau. 

There is no species of poetry which is better adapted to 
the taste of a melancholy man than the sonnet. While its 
brevity precludes the possibility of its becoming tiresome, 
and its full and expected close accords well with his de- 
jected, and perhaps somewhat languid tone of mind, its ele- 
giac delicacy and querimonious plaintiveness come in pleas- 
ing consonance with his feelings. 

Phis elegant little poem has met with a peculiar fate in 
this country: half a century ago it was regarded as utterly 
repugnant to the nature of our language, Wllilf at present it 
is the popular vehicle of the most admired sentiments of 
our best living poets. This remarkable mutation in the opi- 
nions of our countrymen, may, however, be accounted for 
on plain and common principles. The earlier English son- 
netteers confined themselves in general too strictly to the 
Italian model, as well in the disposition of the rhymes, as 
in the cast of the ideas. A sognet with them was only another 
word for some metaphysical conceit or clumsy antithesis, 
contained in fourteen harsh lines, full of obscure inversions 
and ill-managed expletives. They bound themselves down 
to » pattern which was in itself faulty, and they met with 
the common fate of servile imitators, in retailing all the 
defects of the original, while they suffered the beauties to 
escape in the process. Their sonnets are like copies of a 
bad picture ; however accurately copied, they are still bad. 
Our contemporaries, on the contrary, have given ^cope to 
their grains in the sonnet without restraint, sometimes even 
growing licentious in their liberty, setting at defiance those 
rales which form its distinguishing peculiarity* and, under 
PS 
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the flame of sonnet, soaring or falling into odo or elegy. 
Their compositions, of course, are impressed with all those 
excellencies which would have marked their respective pro- 
ductions m any similar walk of poetry. 

It has never been disputed that the sonnet first arrived 
at celebrity in the Italian ; a language which, as it abounds 
in a musical similarity of terminations, is more eminently 
qualified to give ease and eloquence to the legitimate son- 
net, restricted as it is to stated and frequently recurring 
rhymes of the same class. As to the inventors of this little 
structure of verse, they are involved in impenetrable ob- 
scurity. Some authors have ascribed it singly to Guitom* 
D ’Arezzo, an Italian poet of the thirteenth century, but 
they have no sort of authority to adduce in support of their 
assertions. Arguing upon probabilities, with some slight co- 
incidental corroborations, I should be inclined* to maintain 
that Us origin may be referred to an earlier period; that it 
may be looked for among the Provencals, who left scarcely 
any combination of metrical sounds unattempted ; and who, 
delighting as they did in sound and jingle, might very pos- 
sibly strike out this harmonious stanza of fourteen lines, 
lie this as it may, llante aud Petrarch were the first poets 
who rendered it*fiopular, and to Dante and Petrarch there- 
fore we must resort for its required rulo <. 

In an ingenious paper of Dr. Drake’s * Literary Hours,’ 
a boo't which l have read again and again with undimi- 
nished pleasure, the merits of the various English writers 
in this delicate mode of composition are appreciated with 
much justice and discrimination. His veneration for Milton, 
however, has, if I may venture to oppose my judgment to 
his, carried him too far in praise of his sonnets. Those to 
the Nightingalo and to Mr. Lawrence are, I think, alone en- 
titled to the praise of mediocrity , and, if my memory fail 
me not, my opinion is sanctioned by the testimony of our 
late illustrious biographer of the poets. 

The sompts of Drummond are characterized as exquisite. 
It is somewhat strange, if this description be just, that they 
should so long have sunk into utter oblivion, to be revived 
only by a species of Wuck-letter^iwtnid, which prevailed 
during the latter half of the eighteenth century, and of which 
some vestiges yet remain ; the more especially as Dr. John- 
son. to whonf they could scarcely be unknown, tells us, that 
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* The fabric of the sonnet has never succeeded in out lan- 
guage/ For my own part I can say nothing of then). 1 
have long sought a copy of Drummond’s works, and I have 
sought it in vam : but fiorn specimens .which 1 have casually 
met with, in quotations, 1 am forcibly inclined to favour the 
idea, that, as they possess natural a,nd pathetic sentiments, 
clothed in coin ably harmonious language, they are entitled 
to the praise which has been so liberally bestowed upon them. 

Sir Philip Sidney’s Astrophel and Stella consists^ of a 
number of sonnets, which have been unaccountably passed 
over by Dr. Drake, and all our other critics who have 
written on this subject. M any of them are eminently beau- 
tiful. The works of this neglected poet may occupy a fu- 
tuie number of my lucubrations. 

Excepting these two poets, I believe there is scarcely a 
writer who has arrived at any degree of excellence in tht* 
sonnet, until of l.ile years, when out vernacular bards have 
raised it to a degree of eminence and dignity among the 
various kinds of poetical composition, which seems almost 
incompatible with its very < iicumsci ibed limits. 

Passing over the classical compositions of NVarton, which 
are formed more on the model of the Greek epigram, or 
epitaph, than the Italian sonnet, Mr. Boggles and Charlotte 
Smith are the fir.«^ modern writers who hawe met with dis- 
tinguished success in the sonnet. Those of the former, m 
particular, are standards of excellence in this department. 
To much natural aud accurate description, they unite a strain 
of the lqpst exquisitely tender and delicate sentiment; and, 
with a nervous strength of diction, and a wild freedom of 
versification, they combine an euphonious melody, and con- 
sonant cadence, unequalled in Lhc English language. While 
they possess, however, the superior merit of an original 
style, they are not nnfrcqucutly deformed by instances of 
that ambitious singularity which is but too fiequently its 
concomitant. Of these the introduction of rhymes long since 
obsolete, is not the least striking. Though, in some cases, 
these revivals of antiquated phrase have a pitting effect, 
yet they arc oftentimes uncouth and repulsive. Mr. 
Bowles has almost always thrown £side the common rules 
of the sonnet ; his pieces have no more claim t»that spe- 
cific denomination, than that they ore confined to fourteen 
lines. How far this deviation from established principle is 
justifiable, may be disputed; for if, 8n the one hand, it be 
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alleged that the confinement to the stated repetition of 
rhymes, so distant and frequent, is a restraint which is not 
compensated by an adequate effect on the other, it rilust be 
conceded, that these little poems are no longer sonnets than 
while they conform to the rules of the sonnet, and that the 
moment they forsake them, they ought to resign the eppel- 
lation. 

The name bears evident affinity to the Italian sonaire, 
4 to resound * — ‘ sing around,' which originated in the Latin 
sonans, — sounding, jingling, ringing ; or, indeed, it may 
come immediately from the French sonner, to sound, or 
riug, in which language, it is observable, we first meet with 
the word eonnette, where it signifies a little bell, and son- 
?ietticr, a maker of little bells ; and this derivation affords 
a presumption, almost amounting to certainty, that the con- 
jecture before advanced, that the sonnet originated with the 
Provencals, is well founded. It is somewhat strange that 
these contending derivations have not been before observed, 
as they tend to settle a question, which, however intrinsi- 
cally unimportant, is curious, and has been much agitated. 

Rut, wherever the name originated, it evidently bears re- 
lation only to the peculiarity of a set of chiming and jingling 
terminations, and of course can no longer be applied with 
propriety wh£re that peculiarity is not p.-eserved. 

The single star z a of fourteen lines, pi operly varied in their 
correspondent closes, is, notwithstanding, so well adapted 
for the expression of any pathetic sentiment, and i& so 
pleasing end satisfactory to the ear when once accustomed 
to it, that our poetry would suffer a material loss were it 
to be disused through a rigid adherence to mere propriety 
of name. At the same time, our language does not siipply 
a sufficiency of similar terminations to render the strict ob- 
servance of its rules at all easy, or compatible with ease or 
elegance. The only question, therefore, is, whether the mu- 
sioal effect produced by the adherence to this difficult struc- 
ture of verpp overbalance the restraint it imposes on the 
poet ? and in ease we decide in the negative, whether we 
ought to preserve the denomination of sonnet , when we 
utterly renounce the rfcry peculiarities which procured it 
that cognomen ? 

In the present enlightened age, I think it will not be dis- 
puted th^t autre jingle and sound ought invariably to be 
MCrific$$$o sentiment and expression. Musical effect is » 
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very subordinate consideration ; it is the gilding to tM cor- 
nices of a Vitruvian edifice ; the colouring to a shaded de- 
sign of Michael Angelo. In its place, it adds to the effect 
of the whole; but, when rendered a 'principal object 6f at- 
tention, it is ridiculous and disgusting. Rhyme is no ne- 
cessary adjunct of true poetry . Southey's Thaluba is a 
fine poem, with no rhyme, and very little measure or metre ; 
and the production which is reduced to mere prose, by 
being deprived of its jingle, could never possess, in any 
state, the marks of inspiration. 

So far, therefore, 1 am of opinion that it is advisable to 
renounce the Italian fabric altogether. We have already 
sufficient restrictions laid upon us by the metrical laws of 
our native tongue, and I do not see any reason, out of a 
blind regard for precedent, to tie ourselves to a difficult 
structure of verse, which probably originated with the 
Troubadours, or wandering bards of France and Normandy, 
or with a yet ruder race, one which is not productive of any 
rational effect, and which only pleases the ear by frequent 
repetition, as men who have once had the greatest aversion 
to strong wines and spirituous liquors, are, by habit, at last 
brought to regard them as delicacies. 

In advancing this opinion, I am aware that I am opposing 
myself to the declared sentiments of mafly individuals 
whom I greatly respect and admire. Miss Seward (and 
Miss Seward is in herself a host) has, both theoretically , 
and practically defended the I tal lan structure. Mr. Capel 
Lofft hae likewise favoured the world with many sonnets, 
in which he shews his approval of the legitimate model by 
bis adherence to its rules; ^nd many of the beautiful poems 
of Mrs. Lofft, published in the Monthly Mirror, are like, 
wise successfully formed by those rules. Much, however, 
as I admire these writers, and ample as is the credence I 
give to their critical discrimination, I cannot, on mature 
reflection, subscribe to their position of the expediency of 
adopting this structure in our poetry ; and I algibute their 
success in it more to their individual powers, wnich would 
have surmounted much greater difficulties, than to the 
adaptability of this foreign fabric to our stubborn and in- 
tractable language. 9 

If the question, however, turn only on the propriety of 
giving to a poem a name which mus£ be acknowledged to 
be entirely inappropriate, and to which it can have no sort 
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of churn, I roust confess that it is manifestly indefensible ; 
and we must then either pitch upon another appellation for 
our quatorzain, or banish it from our language; a measure 
which every lover of -true poetry must sincerely lament. 

. (No. VI.) 

Full many a flow’r is born to blush Hint'd), 

Aud waste its sweetness on the desert iur.— Hray. 

Poe/r y is a blossom of very delicate growth ; it requires 
the maturing inilueuce of vernal suns, aud every encou- 
ragement of cultuie and attention, to bring it to its natural 
perfection. The pursuits of the mathematician, or the me- 
chanical genius, are such as require rather sttength and in- 
sensibility of mind, than that exquisite and iiuely-wrought 
susceptibility, which invariably marks the temperament ot 
the true poet; and it is for this leason, that, while men of 
science have not uni'rcqucntly arisen from the abodes of 
poverty and labour, very few legitimate childien of the 
Muse have ever emerged from the shades of hereditary ob 
scurity. 

It is painful to retiect how many a bard now lies, name- 
less and foigotteu, in the narrow house, who, had be been 
bora to competence anil leisure, might have usurped the 
laurels from the most distinguished persiflages in the temple 
of Fame. The very consciousness of merit itself often acts 
in direct opposition to a stimulus to exertion, by exciting 
that mournful iudignation at supposititious neglect, which 
urges a sullen concealment of talent, and driven its pos- 
sessor to that misanthropic discontent which preys on the 
vitals, and#q 0 #|tfoduces untimely mortality. A sentiment 
like this haffrajh doubt, often actuated beings, who attracted 
notice, perhaps] while they lived, only by their singularity, 
and who wer«r forgotten almost ere their parent earth had 
closed over, their heads, — beings who lived but to mourn 
and to languish for what they were never destined to enjoy, 
and whose exalted endowments were buried with them in 
their gloves, by the want of a little of that superfluity 
which serves to.pampcr the debased appetites of the ener- 
vated sous of Igtfeuryeand sloth. r 

The present ' A qjp r however, has furnished us with two il- 
lustrious of poverty bursting through the cloud 

of surrounding impediments into the full blaze of notoriety 
and eminence, r allude to the two Bloomfolds, bards who 
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may challenge a comparison witli the most distinguished 
fa\oumes of the Muse, and who both passed tho day-spring 
of I lie, in labour, indigence, and obscurity. 

I he author of the farmer’s Boy has already received 
the applause he justly deserved. It yet remains for the 
Essay on War to enjoy all the distinction it so richly me- 
rits, as well from its sterling worth, as from the circum- 
stance of its author. Whether the piesent age will be in- 
clined to do it full justice, may indeed be feared. .Had 
Mr. Nathaniel Bloomfield made his appearance in the ho- 
rizon of letters prior to his brother, he w r ould undoubtedly 
have been considered as a meteor of uncommon attraction ; 
the critics would have admned, because it would have been 
the fashion to admire, liut it is to be apprehended that 
our countrymen become inured to phenomena: — it is to be 
apprehended that the frivolity of the age cannot endure a 
repetition of the uncommon —that it will no longer be the 
rage to patronise indigent merit : that the beau monde will 
therefore neglect, and that, by a necessary consequence, 
the critics will sneer!! 

Nevertheless, sooner or later, merit will meet with its 
reward; and though the popularity of Mr. Bloomfield may 
be delayed, he inTist, at oue time or oiier, receive the 
meed due to its de.yrts. Posterity will judcjfc impartially; 
and if bold and vivid images, and original conceptions, lu- 
minously displayed, and judiciously opposed, have any 
claim to the regard of mankind, the name of Nathaniel 
Rloomfieb'l will not be without its high and appropriate 
honours. 

Rousseau very truly observes, that with whatever talent 
a man may be born, the art of writing is not easily ob- 
tained. Jf this* be applicable to men enjoying every ad- 
vantage of scholastic iuitiation, how much more forcibly 
must it apply to the offspring of a poor village tailor, un- 
taught, and destitute both of the means and the time neces- 
sary for the cultivation of the mind I If the att of writing 
be of difficult attainment to those who mako it the study of 
their lives, what must it be to him, who, perhaps, for the 
first forty years of his Ijfe, never witex tamed a ’thought 
that any thing he could write would be deemed worthy the 
attention of the public !— whose only time for rumination 
was such as a sedentary and sickly employment would al* 
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low ;»on the tailor’s board, surrounded with men, perhaps, 
of depraved and rude habits, and impure conversation ! 

Aud yet, that Mr. N . Bloomfield's poems display acute* 
ness of remark, and delicacy of sentiment, combined with 
much strength, and considerable selection of diction, few 
will deny. The Paean to Gunpowder would alone prove 
both his power of language, and the fertility of his iroagi* 
nation; and the following extract presents him to us in the 
still higher character of a bold and vivid painter. De- 
scribing the field after a battle, he says. 

Now here and there, about the horrid field. 

Striding across the dying and the dead, 

Stalks up a man, by strength superior, 

Or skill aud prowess in the ardnous fight. 

Preserv’d alive : — fainting he looks around ; 

Fearing pursuit — not caring to pursue. 

The supplicating voice of bitterest moans, 

Contortions of excruciating pain, 

The shriek of torture, and the groan of death, 
Surround him;-* and as Night her mantle spreads, 

To veil the horrors of the mourning field, 

With cautious step shaping his devious way, 
lie seeks atovert where to hide and rest: 

At every leaf that rustles iu the freeze 
Starting, he grasps his sword ; and every nerve 
Is ready Strain'd, for combat or for flight. 

P.12. Essay on War. 

If Mr. Bloomfield had written nothing besides the Elegy 
on the Enclosure of Honington Green, he would have had 
a right to be considered as a ploet of no mean excellence. 
The heart which can read passages like the following with* 
out sympathetic emotion, must be dead to every feeling of 
sensibility : 

VI. The proud city’s gay wealthy train, 

JJTho nought but refinement adore, 

May wonder to hear me complain 
That Ilonington Green is no more; 

But if to the e&nrch you, e'er went, 
c If you knew what the village has been, 

You will sympathize while I lament 
Th* enclosure of Honington Green. 
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Vri. That no more upon IToningtou Green 

• Dwells the matron whom most I revere, 

If by pert Observation unseen, 

I e’en now could indulge a'fond tear. 

Ere her bright morn of life was oVrcast, 

When my senses first wokfc to the scene. 

Some short happy hours she had past 
On the margin of llonington Green. 

VIII. Her parents with plenty were blest. 

And num'rous her children, and young, 

Youth's blossoms her cheek yet possest, 

And melody woke when she sung : 

A widow so youthful to leave, 

(Early clos’d the blest days he had seen). 

My father was laid in his grave, 

In the churchyard on Ilonington Green. 
##***# 

XXI. Dear to me was the wild thorny hill. 

And dear the brown heath's sober scene ; 

And youth shall find, happiness still. 

Though he rove noton common or green. 

• # * * # • 

XXII. So happily %exile man's make. 

So pliantly docile his mind, 

Surrounding impressions we take, 

And bliss in each circumstance find. 

Tie youths of a more polish’d age 

Shall not wish these rude commons to see ; 

To the bird that’s ifiur’d to the cage, 

It would not be bliss to be free. 

Thera is & sweet and tender melancholy pervades the 
tlegiac ballad efforts of Mr. Bloomfield, which has the 
most indescribable effects on the heart. Were the versifi- 
cation a little more polished, in some instances, %ey would 
be read with unmixed del ight, It is to be hoped that he will 
cultivate this engaging species of composition, and (if I may 
venture to throw out the Ijirk), if juilfment may b^formed 
from the poems he has published, he would excel in sacred 
poetry. Most heartily do £ recommend the lyre of David 
to this engaging bard. Divine topics have Addons beeu 
touched upon with success by our modern Muses : they af- 
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ford a field in which he would have few competitors, and 
it is a field worthy of his abilities. W. 

' (No. VII.*) 

If the situation of man, in the present life, be considered 
in all its relations ahd dependencies, a striking inconsis- 
tency will be apparent to a very cursory observer. We 
have sure warrant for believing that our abode here is to 
form a comparatively insignificant part of our existence, and 
that on our conduct in this life will depend the happiness of 
the life to come ; yet our actions daily give the lie to this 
proposition, inasmuch as we commonly act like men who 
have no thought but for the present scene, and to whom the 
grave is the boundary of anticipation. But this is not the 
only paradox which humanity furnishes to the eye of a 
thinking man. It is very generally the case, that we spend 
our whole lives in the pursuit of objects, which common 
experience informs us are not capable of conferring that 
pleasure and satisfaction which we expect from their en- 
joyment. Our views are uniformly directed to one point:— 
happiness, in whatever garb it be clad, and under whatever 
figure shadowed, is the great aim of the busy multitudes, 
whom we behofti toiling through the vale of life, in such an 
infinite diversity of' occupation, and fdisparity of views. 
Bat the misfortune is, that we seek for happiness where she 
is not to be found, and the cause of wonder, that the expe- 
rience of ages should not have guarded us against so fatal 
end so universal an error. 

Jt would be an amusing speculation to consider the va- 
rious points after which our fellow-mortals are incessantly 
straining, and in the possession of which they have placed 
that imaginary chief good which we are all doomed to 
covet, but which, perhaps, none of us, in this sublunary 
state, can attain. At present, howeyer. we axe led to con- 
siderations of a more important nature. We turn from the 
inconsiatw ejes observable in the prosecution of our subor- 
dinate pursu^from tbe partial follies of individuals, to 
the general' Aduston which seems to envelope the whole hu- 
man rqpajgri* jute delusion under, whose influence they lose 

• My pti||toceMnr, the Spectator, considering that the seventh 
part of our time U set apart for religious purposes, devoted 
every seventh lucubration to matters connected with Christi- 
anity, and the sc* erdr part of morals : I trust none of my readers 
will regret that, in this instance, I follow so good an example. 
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sight of the chief end of their being, and cut down the sphere 
nf their hopes and enjoyments to a few rolling years, and 
that, too, in a scene where they know (here is neither per- 
fect fruition nor permanent delight. 

The faculty of contemplating mankind in the abstract^ 
apart from those prepossessions which, both by nature ami 
the power of habitual associations, would intervene to cloud 
our view, is only to be obtained by a life of virtue and con- 
stant meditation, by temperance) and purity of thought. 
Whenever it is attained, it must greatly tend to correct our 
motives — to simplify our desires— and to excite a spirit of 
contentment and pious resignation. We then, at length, are 
enabled to contemplate our being, in all its bearings, and in 
its full extent, and the result is, tbnt superiority to common 
views and indifference to the things of this life, which should 
be the fruit of nil true philosophy, and which, therefore, 
are the more peculiar fiuits of that system of philosophy 
which is called the Christian. 

To a mind thus sublimed, the grent mass of mankind will 
appear like men led astray by the workings of wild and 
distempered imaginations — visionaries who are wandering 
after the phantoms of their own teeming br|jns ; and their 
anxious solicitude for mere matters of worldly accommoda- 
tion and ease will seeli more like the effects of insanity than 
of prudent foresight, as they are osteemed. To the awful 
importance of futurity he will observe them utterly insen- 
sible ; and he will see with astonishment the few allotted 
years of hufiaan life wasted in providing abundance they will 
Lever enjoy, while the eternity they are placed here to pre- 
pare for, scarcely employs a nfomeot's consideration. And 
yet the mass of these poor wanderers in the ways of error, 
have the light of truth shiniDg on their very foreheads. 
They have the revelation of Almighty God himself, to de- 
clare to them the folly of worldly cares, and the necessity 
for providing for a future state of existence. They know 
by the experience of every preceding generation, that a 
very small portion of joy is allowed to the poor sojoufnersln 
this vale of tears, and that, too, embittered with much pain 
and fear ; and yet every on* is willing to flatter himself that 
he shall fare better than his predecessor in the same path, 
and that happiness will smile on him which hatji frowned 
on all hie progenitors. • 

Still it would be wrong to deny the human race all claim 



,332 THE REMAINS OF 

to' temporal felicity. There may be comparative, although 
very little positive happiness , — whoever is more exempt 
from the cares of the world and the calamities incident to 
humapity — whoever enjoys more coutentmeut of mind, and 
is more resigned to the dispensations of Divine .Providence 
—in a word, whoever possesses more of the true spirit of 
Christianity than his neighbours, is comparatively happy. 
Blit the number of these, it is to be feaied, is very small. 
Were all men equally eulightencd by the illuminations of 
troth, as emanating from the spirit of Jehovah himself, they 
would all concur in the pursuit of virtuous ends by virtuous 
means — as there would be no vice, theie would be very lit- 
tle infelicity. Every pain would be met with fortitude,every 
affliction with resignation. We should then all look back 
to the past with complacency, and to the future with hope. 
Even this unstable slate of being would have many exqui- 
site enjoyments — the principal of which would l>e the anti- 
cipation of that approaching slate of beatitude to which 
we might then look with confidence, through the medium ol 
that atonement of which we should be partakers ; and out 
acceptance, by virtue of which, would be sealed by that 
purity of mind of which human nature is, qf Itself y incapa- 
ble. But ( »t *is from the mistakes and miscalculations of 
mankind, to which their fallen na&res are continually 
prone, that arises that flood of misery which overwhelms 
the whole race, and resounds wherever the footsteps of man 
have penetrated. It is the lamentable error of placing hap- 
piness in vicious indulgences, or thinking to pursue it by 
weious means. It is the blind folly of sacrificing the wel- 
fare of the future to the opportunity of immediate guilty 
gratification, which destroys the harmony of society, aud 
poisons the peace, not only of the immediate procreators of 
the errors — not only of the identical actors of the vices 
themselves, but of all those of their fellows who fall within 
the reach of their influence or example, or who are in any 
wise corrected with them by the ties of blood. 

I would therefore exhort you earnestly — yon who are 
yet unskilled in the ways of the world — to beware on what 
object^you concentre your hopes. Pleasures may allure— 
pride or ambition may stimulate, but their fruits are hollow 
and deceitful, aud they afford no sure, no solid satisfaction. 
You are placed ox. the earth in a state of probation — your 
contiuuauce here will be, at the longest, a very short pe- 
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nod ; and when you arc called from hence you plunge iAo 
an eternity, the completion of which will he, in correspond- 
ence to jour past life, unutterably happy or inconceivably 
miserable. Your fate will probably depend on your early 
pursuits — it will be these which will give the turn to your 
character and to your pleasures. I bti&ech you, therefore, 
with a meek and lowly spuit, to read the pages of that 
Book, which the wisest and best of men have acknowledged 
to be the word of God. You will there find a rule of moral 
conduct, such as the world never had any idea of before 
itb divulgation. If you covet earthly happiness, it is only 
to he found in the path you will find there laid down, and 
I can confidently promise you, in a life of simplicity and 
purity, a life passed in accoidance with the Divine word, 
such substantial bliss, such unruffled peace, as is no whore 
else to be found. All other schemes of earthly pleasure 
are fleeting and unsatisfactory. They all entail upon them 
repentance and lntternes? of thought. This alone endureth 
for ever— tfiis alone embraces equally the present and the 
future — this alone can arm a man against every calamity 
— can alone shed the balm of peace over that scene of life 
when pleasures have lost their zest, and the mind can no 
longer look forward to the dark aud mysterious future. 
Above all, beware ofc the ignis fatuua of fnfte philoso- 
phy : that must be a very defective system of ethics which 
will not bear a man through the most trying stage of his 
existence; and 1 know of none that will doit but the 
Christian. » \V, 

(No. VIII.) 

'Qernc Xoyo«£ yap wapct/faTa0i|K»jv wff Xa/JuW 

Efct so* ad(KO£ co-tiv, n cucpaTfic ayav, 

— - <cr<e£ de y' ettrty ra/U^o-rcpOi Ka/coi* 

Amuantlridct ajmd Suidtom, 

Much has been said of late on the subject of itucrip « 
tive writing, and that, in my opinion, to very little pur- 
pose. Dr. Drake, when treating on this topic, is tor once 
inconclusive ; but his essay does credit to his discernment, 
however little it may honour him as a promulgator of the 
laws of criticism: the exquisite specimens it contains Prove 
that the doctor has a feeling of propriety and general ex- 
cellence, although he may be unhappy in defining them. 
Boileau says, briefly, 4 Les inscriptions doivent&lrt stm- 
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pigeonries , et familiar es. 9 We have, however, many 
examples of this kind of writing in our language, wh'ch, al- 
though they possess nune of these qualities, are esteemed 
excellent. Akensulo’s classic imitations arc not at all ma- 
ple, nothing short , and the very reverse of familiar , yet 
who can deny tha‘ they arc beautiful, and in some in- 
stauces appropriate? Southey’s insciiptions are noble 
pieces; for the opposite qualities of tenderness and dig- 
nity, sweetness of imagery and terseness of moral, unri- 
valled ; they are perhaps wanting in propriety, and (which 
is the criterion) produce a much better effect in a book, 
than they would on a column or a cenotaph. '1 here is a 
certain chaste and majestic gravity expected from the voice 
of tombs and monuments, which probably would displease 
in epitaphs never intended to be engraved, and inscriptions 
for obelisks which never existed. 

When a man visits the tomb of an illustrious character, 
a spot remarkable for some memorable deed, or a scene 
connected by its natural sublimity with the higher feelings 
of the breast, he is in a mood only for the nervous, the 
concise, and the impressive ; and he will turn with disgust 
alike from the puerile conceits of the epigrammatist, and 
the tedious prolixity of the herald. It is a nice thing to 
address tlu mind in the workings of generous enthusiasm. 
As words are not capable of exciting such an effervescence 
of the sublimer affections, so they can do little towards in- 
creasing it. Their office is rather to point these feelings to 
a beneficial purpose, and, by some noble sentiment, or ex- 
alted moral, to impart to the mind that pleasure which re- 
sults from warn emotions when connected with the virtu- 
ous and the generous. 

In the composition of inscriptive pieces, great attention 
must be paid to local and topical propriety. The occasion, 
and the place, must not only regulate the tenor, but even 
the style of an inscription : for what, in one case, would be 
proper and agreeable, in another would be impertinent and 
disgusting. But these rules may always be taken for 
granted, that an inscription should be unaffected and freft 
from conceits; th-t no sentiment should be introduced of 
a trite or hackneyed nature : and that the design and the 
moral to be inculcated should be of sufficient importance to 
merit th* reader's attention, and ensure his regard. Who 
would think of setting a stone up in the wilderness to tell 
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the traveller what he knew before, or what, when he had 
learned for the first time, was not worth the knowing? It 
would he equally absurd to call aside his attention to a 
mmile or an epigrammatic point. Wit on a monument, is 
like a jest from a judge, or a philosopher cutting capers. 
1 1 is a severe mortification to meet wife flippancy where we 
looked for solemnity, and meretricious elegance where the 
occasion led us to expect the unadorned majesty of truth. 

That branch of inscriptive wi iting which commemorates 
the virtues of departed worth, or points out the ashes of 
men who yet live in the admiration of their posterity, is, of 
all others, the most interesting, and, if properly managed, 
the most useful. 

It is not enough to proclaim to the observer that he is 
drawing near to the reliques of the deceased genius, — the 
occasion seems to provoke a few reflections. If these bo 
natural , they will be in unison with the feelings of the 
reader; and, if they tend where [they ought to tend, they 
will leave him better than they found him. But these re- 
flections mnst not be too much prolonged. They must ra- 
ther be hints than dissertations. It is sufficient to start the 
idea, aud the imagination of the reader will pursue the 
train to much more advantage than the writer could do by 
words. * • 

Panegyric is seldom judicious in the epitaphs on public 
character *; for, if it be deserved, it cannot need publica- 
tion, and if it be exaggerated, it will only serve to excite 
ridicule. .When employed in memorizing the retired vir- 
tues of domestic life, and qualities which, though they only 
served to cheer the little chyle of privacy, still deserved, 
from their unfrequency, to triumph, at least, for a while, 
over the power of the grave, it may be interesting and sa- 
lutary in its effectB. To this purpose, however, it is rarely 
employed. An epitaph-book will seldom supply the exi- 
gencies of character ; and men of talents are hot always, 
even in these favoured times, at hand to eternize the vir- 
tues of private life. 

* The following epitaph, by Mr. Hayley, is inscribed on a 
monument (o the memory of Cowper, 3* the church ^ Etui 
Dereham: # 

* Ye who with warmth the public triumph feel - 

Of talents dignified by sacred zeal,' 
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* Here to devotion's bard devoutly just, 

Pay your fond tnbute due to Cowper’s dust! 

England, exulting in his spotless fame, 

Ranks with hei'dearest sons his favourite name : 

Sense, Fancy, Wit, conspire not all to raise 
So cleat a title to ‘Affection's praise: 

Jlis highest honours to the heart belong ; 

His virtues foimpd the magic of his song. 1 

‘This epitaph,* says a periodical critic,* ‘is simply 
elegant, ar.d appropriately just.' 1 mgarvj this sentence 
as peculiarly unfoi tunate, for the epitaph seems to me to 
be elegant without sinijUicity, and just without pro • 
priety. No one will deny that it is correctly written, 
and that it is not destitute of grace : but in what con- 
sists its simplicity l am at a loss to imagine. The ini- 
tial address is laboured and cucumlocutory. There is 
something artificial rather than othei wise in the personifi- 
cation of England ; and her ranking the poet’s name * with 
her dearest sons,’ instead of with those of her dearest sons, 
is like ranking poor John Doe with a proper bonafideson 
of Adam, in a writ of arrest. Sense, Fancy, and Wit. 
* raising a title.*, and that to* Affection’s praise/ is not very 
simple, and rot over intelligible. Agaiq, the epitaph is just, 
because it is strictly true; but is by no means, therefore, 
appropriate. Who that would turn aside to visit the ashes 
of Cowper, would need to be told that England ranks him 
with her favourite sons, and that sense, fancy, and wit were 
not his greatest honours, for that his virtues formed the 
ntagic of his song ; or who, hearing this, would be the bet. 
ter for the information ? Ilaa Mr. Hayley been employed 
in the monumental praises of a private man, this might have 
been excusable, but speaking of such a man as Cowper, it 
is idle. This epitaph is not appropriate, therefore, and we 
have shewn that it is not remark able for simplicity. Per- 
haps the respectable crij^^&eroselves may not feel in- 
clined to dispute this pptpt very tenaciously. Epithets are 
very convenient little* things for rounding off a period; and 
it will not be the first time that truth has been sacrificed to 
verbosity and antithesis. 

To measure lances with Ilayley may be esteemed pre- 
sumptuous ; but probably the following, although much in* 
• The Monthly Review. 
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fefior as a composition, would have had more effect than 
his polished and harmonious lines 

INSCRIPTION I-' OR A MONUMENT TO TUB 
MEMORY OP COjJVPUR. 

Reader ! if with uo vulgar sympathy 
Thou view’st the wreck of genius and of worth, 

Stay thou thy footsteps near this hallow’d spot. 

Here Cowper rests. Although renown has made 

His name familiar to thine ear, this stone 

May tell thee that his virtues were above 

The common portion : — that the voice, now' hush'd 

In death, was once serenely querulous 

With pity's tones, and in the car of woe 

Spake music. N ow forgetful at thy feet 

His tired head presses ou its last long rest, 

Still tenant of the tomb ; — and on the cheek, 

Once warm with animation’s lambent flush, 

Sits the pale image of unmark’d decay. 

Yet mourn not. He had chosen the better part: 

Aud these sad garments of mortality 
Put off, we tiust, that to a happier land 
He went a light and gladsome passengef. 

Sigh’st thou for honours, readei * Call to fiiind 
That glory’s voice is impotent to pierce 
The silence of the tomb ! but virtue blooms 
Even ou the wreck of life, and mounts the skies! 

So gird^hy loins with lowliness, and walk 
With Cowper on the pilgrimage of Christ. 

This inscription is faultyjfrom its length, but if a painter 
cannot get the requisite effect at one stroke, he nm>t do it 
ty many. The laconic style of epitaphs is the most diffi- 
cult to be managed of any, inasmuch as most is expected 
from it. A sentence standing alone on a tomb, or a monu- 
ment, is expected to contain something particularly striking : 
and when this expectation is disappointed, the rgader feels 
like a man who, having been promised an excellent joke, is 
treated with a stale conceit, or a vapid pun. Tbe best spe- 
cimen of this kind, which 1 am acquainted with, that on 
a French general: f 

* Siste, Viator ; Heroem calc as P 

Stop , traveller ; thou treadejt on adtero 1 W. 

Q 
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(No. IX.) 

Kcirea & sanguine u<itos.— Ovid. 

It is common for busy and active men to behold the oc- 
cupations of the retired and contemplative person with con* 
tempt. They consuler r his speculations as idle and unpro- 
ductive ; as they participate in none of his feelings, they are 
strangers to his motives, his views, and his delights; they 
behold him elaborately employed on what they conceive for- 
wards none of the interests of life, contributes Lo none of its 
gratifications, removes noneof its inconveniences : they con- 
clude, therciorc, that he is lt d away by the delusions of 
futile philosophy, that he labours for no good, and lives to 
no end. Of the various frames of mind which they observe 
in him, no one seems to piedominate more, and none ap- 
pears to them more absurd, than sadness, which seems, in 
some degree, to pervade all his views, and shed a solemn 
tinge over all his thoughts. Sadness, arising from no per- 
sonal grief, and connected with no individual concern, they 
regard as moon-stuck melancholy, the effect of a mind 
overcast with constitutional gloom, nud diseased with ha- 
bits of vain and fanciful speculation. — ‘ We can share with 
the sorrows of the unfortunate,* say they, 1 but this mo- 
nastic spleen mi i its only our derision : it tends to no bene- 
ficial purposed, it benefits neither Us pojsessor nor society.* 
Those who have thought a little more on this subject than 
the gay and busy crowd, will draw conclusions of a differ- 
ent nature. That there is a sadness, springing from the no- 
blest and purest sources, a sadness friendly to the human 
heart, and, by direct consequence, to human nature in 
general, is a truth which a little illustration will render 
tolerably clear, and which, when understood in its full force, 
may probably convert contempt and ridicule into respect. 

I set out, then, with the proposition, that the man who 
thinks deeply, especially if his reading be extensive, will, 
unless his heart be very cold and very light, become habi- 
tuated to fc a pensive, or, with more propriety, a mournful 
cast of thought. This will arise from two more particular 
sources — from the view of human nature in general, as de- 
monstrated by the exf mence both of past and present times, 
and fro Si the contemplation of individual instances of hu- 
man depravity and of human suffering. 'The first of these 
is, indeed, ..the last in the order of time, for his general 
views of humanity arc in a manner consequential, or result- 
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ing from the spe< ial ; but I have inverted that order fdr the 
sake of perspicuity. 

Of those who have occasionally thought on these subjects, 
I may, with perfect assurance of their reply, inquire what 
have been their sensations when i^y have, for a moment, 
attained a more enlaiged and capacious notion of the state 
of man in all its bearings and dependencies? They have 
found, and the profoundest philosophers have done no more, 
that they arc enveloped in mystery, and that the mystery 
of man's situation is not without alarming and feaiful cir- 
cumstances. They have discovered that all they know of 
themselves is that they live, but that from whence they 
came, or whither they are going, is by Mature altogether 
hidden ; that impenetrable gloom svirrounds them on every 
side, and that they even hold their moirow on the credit of 
to-day, when it is, in fact, buried m the vague and indis- 
tinct gulf of the ages to conic ! — These ate reflections deeply 
interesting, and lead to others so awful, that many gladly 
shut their eyes on the giddy and unfathomable depths which 
seem to stretch bcfoie them. The meditative man, how- 
ever, endeavouis to pursue them to the faithcst stietch of 
the reasoning powers, and to enlarge his conceptions of the 
mysteries of his own existence ; and the nitre he learns, and 
the deeper he pern rates, the more cause ilofs he find for 
being serious, and the more inducements to be continually 
thoughtful. 

If, again, we turn, from the condition of mortal existence, 
considertl in the abstract, to the qualities and characters 
of man, and his condition in a state of society, wo see things 
perhaps equally strange an j infinitely inoro affecting. — In 
the economy of creation, we perceive nothing inconsistent 
with the power of an all-wise and all-merciful God, A 
perfect harmony runs through all the parts of the universe. 
Plato's syrens sing not only from the planetary octave, bnt 
through all the minutest divisions of the stupendous whole ; 
order, beauty, and perfection, the traces of the gy.at Archi- 
tect, glow through every particle of his work. At man, 
however, we stop : there is one exception. The harmony 
of order Ceas's, and vice and misery* disturb the beautiful 
consistency of creation, and bring us first acquainted with 
positive evil. We behold men carried irresistibly away by 
corrupt principles and vicious inclinations, indulging in pro- 
pensities, destructive os well to themselves as to those around 
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them*; the stronger opposing the weaker, and the bad 
persecuting the good ! We see the depraved in prosperity, 
the virtuousin adversity, the guilty unpunished, the deserv- 
ing overwhelmed with'unprovoked misfortunes. From hence 
we ate tempted to thinJL-that He, whose arm holds the pla- 
nets in theii com se, anadirects the comets along their eccen- 
tric orbits, ceases to exercise his providence over the affairs 
of mankind, aud leaves them to be governed and directed 
by the impulses of a corrupt heai t, or the blind woikings 
of chance alone. Y et this is inconsistent both with the wis- 
dom and the goodness of the Deity. If God permit evil, he 
CAUsesit; the difference is casuistical. We are led, therefore, 
to conclude, that it was not always thus : that man was 
created in a far different and far happier condition; but that, 
by some means or other, he has forfeited the protection of 
his Maker. Here then is a mystery. The ancients, led by 
reasonings alone, perceived it with amazement, but did not 
solve the problem. They attempted some explanation of it 
by the lame fiction of a golden age and its cession, where, 
by a circular mode of reasoning, they attribute the introduc- 
tion of vice to their gods having deserted the earth, and the 
desertion of the gods to the introduction of vice.* This, 
however, was thl’ logic of the poets ; the philosophers disre- 
garded the faftle, but did not dispute the^nct it wasintended 
to account for. They often hint at human degeneracy, and 
some unknown curse hanging over our being, and even coin- 
ing into the world along with us. Pliny, in the preface to 
his seventh book, has this remarkable passage: / The ani- 
mal about to rule over the rest of created animals lies 
weeping, bound hand and foot, quaking his first entrance up- 
on life with sharp pangs, and this, for no other crime than 
that he is horn man*-- Cicero, in a passage, for the pre- 
servation of which we are indebted to St, Augustine, gives 

• Kcu tote Sq irpoj oXv/uirov airo %Qovq$ eupvoictqg, 

' A tvKoicnv Qapeeairt icaXv^ra/je m xpoa kuXov, 

A6avar4i> iscTa <f>v\ov iron, npoKtwovr' av0pa>rrovg 
Atda>£ Kcu Nc/ucffty’ ra dt Xet^CTCu «A<yea Avypa 
OvqT0<£ av0p(i>7roc<rt, nanov d’ owt catrerai aX*q. 

t> Hesiod. Opera et Dies. Lib. 1, 195. 
YltUk jacet Pictas : et Virgo ctede roadeotes, 

Ultima ca-lestflni terras Astraea rrliquit. 

Ovid. Metamor. L. I. Fab. 4. 
Paulatyn delude ad Sup*»ros Astnea recessit, 

Hac comite atqfce dum pariter fugere iororcs. 

Juvenal. Sat, vl. 1. 19. 
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a yqj t stronger idea of an existing degeneracy in human na- 
ture : — * Man,’ says he, ‘ comes into existence, not as from 
the hands of a mother, but of a step dame natnie, with a 
body feeble, naked, and fragile, and a mind exposed to anx- 
iety and care, abject in fear, unmeet for labour, pione to li- 
centiousness ;in which, however, the i e still dwell some sparks 
of the divmemind, though obscured , and, as it were,in ruins.' 
And, in another place, he intimates it as a current opinion, 
that man comes into the world as into a state of punishment 
expiatory of crimes committed in some pievious stage of ex- 
istence, of which we now retain no recollection. 

From these proofs, and from daily observation and expe- 
rience, there is every ground for concluding that man is in 
a state of misery and depravity quite inconsistent with the 
happiness for which, by a beuevolent (rod, he must have 
been created. We see glaring mat ks of this in our own times. 
Prejudice alone blinds us to the absurdity and the horror of 
those systematic murders which go by the name of ware, 
where man falls on man, brother slaughters brother ; where 
death, in every variety of hoi ror, preys ‘on the finely - 
fibred human frame / and where the cry of the widow and 
the orphan rise up to heaven long after t^e thunder of the 
light and the clang of arms have ceased, agd the bones of 
sons, brothers, anu husbands slain arc grown white on the 
field. Customs like these vouch, with most miraculous or- 
gans, for the depravity of the human heart, and these are not 
the most mournful of those considerations which present 
themselves to the mind of the thinking man. 

Private life is equally fertile in calamitous perversion of 
reason, and extreme acculmlation of misery. On the one 
hand, we see a large portion of men sedulously employed 
in the eduction of theif own ruin, pursuing vice in all its va- 
rieties, and sacrificing the peace and happiness of the inno- 
cent and unoffending to their own brutal gratifications ; and 
on the other, pain, misfortune, and misery, overwhelming 
alike the good and the bad, the provident and Ae improvi- 
dent. But too general a view would distract our attention : 
let the reader pardon me if [ suddenly draw him away from 
the survey of the crowds of life to a few detach d scenes. 
We will select a single picture at random. Ihe character 
is common. 

Behold that beautiful female, wlu is rallying a well- 
dressed young mau with so much gaiety and humour. Did 
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you ever see so lovely a countenance ? There is an expies* 
sion of vivacity in her tine dark eye which quite captivates 
one ; and her smile, were it a little less bold, would be be* 
witching. How g«iy and careless she seems! One would 
suppose she had a very* light and happy heart. Alas! how 
appeal auccs deceive 1 This gaiety is all feigned. It is her 
busiuess to please, nnd beneath a fair and painted outside she 
Conceals an unquiet and forlorn breast. When she was yet 
very young, an engaging but dissolute young man took ad* 
vantage of her simplicity, and of the affection with which 
lie had inspired her, to betray her virtue. At first her in- 
famy cost her many tears; but habit wore away this le- 
morae, leaving only a kind of indistinct regret, and, as she 
fondly loved her hetiayer, she experienced, at times, a min- 
gled pleasure even in her abandoned situation. Piut this 
was soon over. Her lover, on pretence of a journey into the 
country, left her for ever. She soon afterward heard of his 
marriage, with an agony of grief which few can adequately 
conceive, and none, describe. The calls of want, however, 
soon subdued the moic distracting ebullitions of anguish. 
She had no choice left ; all the gates of virtue were shut 
upon her, and though she really abhorred the course, she was 
obliged to bcUlfo fierself to vice for support. Her next keeper 
possessed her person without her heart, fifiic has since passed 
trough several hands, aud has found, by bitter experience, 
that the vicious, on whose generosity she is thrown, are de- 
void of all feeling but that of self-gratification, and that even 
the wages of prostitution are reluctantly and grudgingly 
paid. She now looks an all men as sharpers. She smiles 
but to entangle and destroy ; artf while she simulates fond- 
ness, is intent only on the extorting of that, at best poor pit- 
tance, which her necessities loudly demand. Thoughtless 
as she may seem, she is not without an idea of her forlorn 
and wretched situation, aud she looks only to sudden death 
as her refuge, against that time when her charms shall cease 
to allure th%?yc of incontinence, when eventhe lowest haunts 
of infamy shall be shut against her, nnd without a friend or a 
hope, she must sink under the pressure of want and disease. 

But vjs will now stfift the scege a little, And select an- 
other object. Behold yon poor weary wretch, who, with a 
child h rapt in her arms, withdifficulty drags along the Toad. 
The man, with a knapsack, who is walking before her, is her 
husband, and is marching to join his regiment. He has been 
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speu^mg, at a dram-shop in the town they have just left, the 
supply which the pale and weak appearance of his wife pro- 
claims was necessary for her sustenance. He is now half- 
drunk, and is venting the artificial spirits which intoxica- 
tion excites in the abuse of his weary helpmate behind him. 
Who. seems to listen to his reproaches in patient silence. Iler 
face will tell you more than many words, as, with a wan 
and meaning look, she surveys the little wi etch who is 
asleep on her arms. r J he turbulent brutality of the man ex- 
cites no attention * she is pondering on the future chance of 
life, and the probable lot of her heedless little one. 

One other picture, and 1 have done. The man pacing 
with a slow step and languid aspect over you prison court, 
was once a fine dashing fellow, the admiration of the ladies, 
and the envy of the men. 1 le is the only representative of 
a once respect iblc family, and is brought to this situation 
by unlimited indulgence at that time when the check is most 
necessary. He began to figure in genteel life at an early 
age. Ills misjudging mother, to whose sole care he was 
left, thinking no alliance too good for her darling, cheerfully 
supplied his extravagance, under the idea that it would not 
last long, and that it would enable him to shine in those 
circles where she wished him to rise, ifu^he soon found 
that habits of prodigality, once well gained, are never era- 
dicated. llis fortune, though genteel, was not adequate to 
such habits of expense. IJis unhappy parent lived to sec 
him make a degrading alliance, and come in danger of a 
jail, amf then died of a broken heart. Ilis affairs soon 
wound themselves up. His debts were enormous, and he 
had nothing to p.iy them with. He has now been in that 
prison many years, and since he is excluded from the benefit 
of an insolvency act, he has made up his mind to the idea 
of ending his days there. ITis wife, whose beauty had de- 
coyed him, since she found he could not support her, de- 
serted him for those who could, leaving him without friend 
or companion, to pace, with measured steps, ofer the court 
of a country jail, and endeavour to beguile the lassitude of 
imprisonment, by thinking on the dAys that are gone, or 
counting the squares in £ns grated Window in evejp possible 
direction, backwards, forwards, and across, till he sighs to 
find the sum alvt ay s the same, and that the more anxiously 
we strive to beguile the moments in their cofir se, the more 
sluggishly they travel. 
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It* these are accurate pictures of some of the varieties of 
human suffering, and if such pictm es are common even to 
triteness, what conclusions must we draw as to the condition 
of man in general ; aud what must be the prevailing frame 
of mind of him who meditates much on these subjects, and 
who, unbracing the whole tissue of causes and effects, sees 
Misery invariably the offspring of Vice, and Vice existing 
in hostility to the intentions and wishes of God ? Let the 
meditative man tarn where he will, be finds traces of the 
depraved state of Natare, and her consequent'misery. His- 
tory presents him with little but murder, treachery, and 
crimes of every description. Biography only strengthens 
the view, by concentrating it. Ihe philosophers remind 
him of the existence of evil, by their lessons how to avoid 
or endure it; and the very poets themselves afford him 
pleasure, not unconnected with regret, as, either by con- 
trast, exemplification, or deduction, they bring the world 
and its circumstances before his eyes. 

That such a one, then, is prone to sadness, who will won- 
der ? If such meditations are beneficial, who will blame 
them ? Ihc discovery of evil naturally leads ns to contri- 
bute our mite towards the alleviation of the wretchedness 
it introduces. % while we lament vice, we learn to shun it 
ourselves, and to endeavour, if possible, tS arrest its progress 
in those around us ; and in the course of these high and lofty 
speculations, we are insensibly led to think humbly of our- 
selves, and to lift up our thoughts to Him who is jdme the 
fountain of all perfection and the source of all gposl* W 

(No. X.) 

La rime est une csclave, et ne dolt qu’obeir. 

Soileau VArt Potlique, 

Experiments in versification have not often been sue- 
cess ful. Sir Philip Sidney, with all his genius, great as it 
undoubtedly was, could not impart grace to his hexameters, 
or fluency to his sapphics. Spenser's stanza was new, but 
his verse was familiar to the ear ; and though his rhymes 
were frequent even to fttiety, he sgems to have avoided the 
awkwardness of novelty, and the difficulty of unpractised 
metres’. Donne had not music enough to render his broken 
rhyming coufllets sufferable, and neither his wit nor his 
pointed satire were sufficient to rescue him from that neg» 



IIENRY KIRKE WHITE.* Si.’i * 

iect which his uncouth and rugged versification speedily 
superinduced. 

In oui times, Mr. Southey has given grace and melody 
to some of the Eatin and Greek measures, and Mr. Howies 
has written rhyming heroics, wherein tliu sense is trans- 
mitted from couplet to couplet, and the pauses are varied 
with all the freedom of blank verse, without exciting any 
sensation of ruggedness, or offending the nicest car. Rut 
these aie minor efforts: the former of these exquisite ‘poets 
has taken a yet wider range, and in his * 'lhalaba tin* De- 
stroyer,’ has spurned at all the received laws of metre, and 
fiamed a fabric of verse altogether his own. 

An innovation so bold as tnat of Mr. Southey, was sure 
to meet with disapprobation and ridicule. 'I he world na- 
turally look with suspicion on systems which contradict 
established principles, and refuse to quadrate with habits 
which, as they have been used to, men are apt to think 
cannot be improved upon. Ihc opposition which has oeen 
made to the metre of Thalaba, is, therefore, not so much 
to be imputed to its want of haimony, as to the opera- 
tion of existing prejudices; and it is fair to conclude, 
that, as these prejudices are softened by usage, and the 
strangeness of novelty wears off, the peculiar features ol 
this lyrical fram# of verse will be more candidly appreci- 
ated, and its merits more universally acknowledged. 

Whoever is conversant with the writings of this author, 
will have observed and admired the greatness of mind, and 
comprehension of intellect, by which he is enabled, on all 
occasions, to throw off the shackles of habit and prepos- 
session. Southey never Jreads in the beaten track : his 
thoughts, while they are. those of nature, carry that cast of 
originality which is the stamp and testimony of genius, 
lie views things through a peculiar phasis, and while be 
has the feelings of a man, they are those of a man almost 
abstracted from mortality, and reflecting on, aqd painting 
the scenes of life, as if he were a mere specter, uninflu 
enced by his own connexion with the objects he survey?. 
To this faculty of bold discrimination 1 attribute many of 
Mr. Southey’s peculiarities as a poA. lie neveiyeems to 
inifcire how other men wWd tTeat a subject, or what may 
happen to be the usage of the times ; but filled with that 
strong sense of fitness, which is the rgsult ofrbold and un- 
Q 2 
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shacl&cd thought, lie fearlessly pursues that course which 

his own sense of propriety poinis out. 

It is very evident to me, and I should conceive to all 
who consider the subject attentively, that the structure of 
the verse which Mr. Southey has promulgated in his Tha* 
laba, was neither adopted rashly, nor from any vain emu- 
lation of originality. As the poethimself happily observes, 

‘ It is the arabesque ornament of an Arabian talc.* No 
one would wish to see the Joan of Arc in such a garb; but 
the wild freedom of the versification of Thalaba nccoids 
well with the romantic wildness of the story; and I do not 
hesitate to say, that, had any other known measure been 
adopted, the poem would have been deprived of half its 
beauty, and all its propriety . In blank verse it a ould have 
been absurd ; in rhyme, insipid. The lyrical manner is 
admirably adapted to the sudden transitions and rapid con- 
nexions of an Arabian tnle, while its variety precludes 
taedium, and its full, because unshackled, cadence satisfies 
the ear with legitimate harmony. At first, indeed, the 
verse may appeal uucouth, because it is new to the ear ; 
but I defy any man who lias any feeling of melody, to pe- 
ruse the whole poem, without paying tribute to the sweet- 
ness of its flow, aS.d the gracefulness of its modulations. 

In judging this extraordinary poeif , we should con- 
sider it as a genuine lyric production, — we should conceive 
it as recited to the harp, in times when such relations car- 
ried nothing incredible with them. Carrying this idea 
along with us, the admirable art of the poet will strike us 
with tenfold conviction ; the abrupt sublimity of his transi- 
tions, the sublime simplicity o£ his manner, and the deli- 
cate touches by which he connects the various parts of his 
narrative, will then be more strongly observable, and we 
shall in particular remark the uncommon felicity with 
which tie has adapted his versification; and in the midst of 
the wildest irregularity, left nofhing to shock the ear, or 
offend the judgment. 

(No. xr.) 

THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Few histories would be more Worthy of attentiou 
that of the progress of knowledge, fi om its first dawn to the 
time of its meridian jplendour, among the ancient Greeks. 
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Unfortunately, however, tbe precautions which, in ibis 
early period, were almost generally taken to confine all 
knowledge to a particular branch .of men, and when the 
Greeks began to contend for the palm among the learned 
nations, their backwardness* to acknowledge the sources 
from whence they derived the first principles of their phi- 
losophy, have served to wrap this interesting subject in 
almost impenetrable obscurity. Few vestiges, except the 
Egyptian hieroglyphics, now remain of the learning of the 
more ancient world. Of the two millions of verses said to 
have been written by the Chaldean Zoroaster,* we have no 
relics : and the oracles which go under his name are pretty 
generally acknowledged to be spurious. 

The Greeks unquestionably derived their philosophy from 
the Egyptians and Chaldeans. I’.oih Pythagoras and Plato 
had visited those countries for the advantage of learning; 
and if we may credit the received accounts of the former 
of these illustrious sages, he was regularly initiated in the 
schools of Egypt, dating the period of twenty-two years 
that he resided in that country, and became the envy and 
admiration of the Egyptians themselves. Of the Pythagorean 
doctrines we have some accounts remapping ; and nothing 
is wanting to render the system of Platonism complete and 
intelligible. Infhe dogmas of those philosophers, therefore, 
we may be able to trace the learning of these primitive na- 
tions, though our conclusions must lie cautiously drawD, and 
much must be allowed to the active intelligence of two 
Greek*. Ovid’s short summary of the philosophy of Py- 
thagoras deserves attention : 

Isque, licet cceli regione remotos, 

Mente Deos adiit: et, quae natura negabat 
Visibus humanis, oculis ea pectoris hausit. 

Cumque animo, et vigili perspexerat omnia cork; ( 

In medium discenda dabat: coetumque silentum, 
Dictaque mirantum, magni primordia uuindi 
Et rerum causas et quid natura doccbat. 

Quid Deus: unde nives : quae fulminis esset origo 
Jupiter, an venti, discussa ijibe, tonnrent. 

Quid quateret terras : qui sidcra lege meAeut, 

Et quodcumqhe latet. 

If we are to credit this account, *nd it itfborroboralfcd by 
* Pliny. 
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many other testimonies, Pythagoras searched deeply , ; nto 
natural causes. Some have imagined, and strongly asserted, 
that bis central hie was figurative of the sun, and therefore 
that he had an idea of its real situation ; but this opinion, 
so generally adopted, may be combated with some degree 
of reason. 1 should be iuchned to think Pythagoras gamed 
his idea of the gieat central, vivifying, and creative fire 
from the Chaldeans, and that, therefore, it was the repre- 
sentative not of the sun but of the Deity. Zoroaster taught 
that theie was one Clod, Eternal, the Father of the Universe . 
he assimilated the Deity to light, and applied to him the 
names of Light, Beams, and Splendour, '['he magi, cor- 
rupting hi* representation of the Supreme Being, and taking 
literally what was meant as an allegory or symbol, sup- 
posed that Clod was this central fire, the source of heat, 
light, and life, residing in the centre of the universe; and 
from hence they introduced among the Chaldeans the wor- 
ship of fire. That Pythagoras was tainted with this super- 
stition is well known. On the testimony of Plutarch, his 
disciples held, that in the midst of the four elements is the 
fiery globe of Unity, or Monad— the procreative, nutritive, 
and excitive power. The sacred fire of Vesta, among the 
Greeks and Latjp*, was a remain of this doctrine. 

As the limits of this paper will not allflw me to take in 
all the branches of this subject, 1 shall confine my attention 
to the opinions held by these early nations of the nature of 
the Godhead. 

Amidst the conuptions introduced by the magi, tre may 
discern, with tolerable certainty, that Zoroaster taught the 
worship of the one true God ; an#’. Thales, Pythagoras, and 
Plato, who had all been instituted in the mysteries of the 
Chaldeans, taught the same doctrine. These philosophers 
likewise asserted the omnipotence and eternity of God ; and 
that he was the creator of all things, and the governor of 
the universe. Plato decisively supported the doctrines of 
future reward and punishments; and Pythagoras, struck 
with the idea of the omnipresence of the Deity, defined him 
as animus per t universal mundi partes omnemque na - 
turam cofuneana atqfte diffusuf, ex quo omnia qua 
nascuntur animalia vitam cap iunt .* — An intelligence 

* Laminins Div. hint. lib. cap. S. e-Ham, Minnellis Felix, 
* Py tli agora* Detfts eat iuinuts per uniu-rsiun rerum natnram 
coiuineaiis .\tipie intentus ex quo etidiu aulmalluia omnium vita 
capiat ur.* 
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moving upon, and diffused over all parts of the universe and 
all nature, from wlmh all animals derive their existence. 
As for the swnrm of gods, worshipped both in J’-gypt and 
Greeee, it is evident they were only esteemed as inferior 
deities. In the time ol St. Paul; there was a temple at 
A then £ % iu scribed to the unknown God , and Hesiod makes 
them younger than the earth and hea\cn. 

r.f oi'fj Tata Kai Onpai >o£ t I’pvQ triKrou , 

Ot t’ c k hoi/ t •yti'ovTo Ocut <Wt»ip££ euoie. Til COO. 

If I’j thagoras, and the other philosophers who succeeded 
him, paid honour to these, gods, they either did it through 
fear of encountering ancient prejudices, nr thpy reconciled 
it by recurring to the Demonology of their masteis, the 
Chaldeans, who maintained the agency of good and bad 
demons, who presided over different things, and were dis- 
tinguished into the powers of light and darkness, heat ami 
cold. It is remaikable, too, that amongst all these people, 
whether Egyptians or Chaldeans, Greeks or Homans, os 
well as every other nation under the sun, sacrifices were 
made to the gods, m aider to render them propitious to their 
wishes, or to expiate tlieir offences — a fact which proves, 
that the conviction ot the interference o? the Deity in hu- 
man affairs is unfrci sal ; and, what is much more unport- 
tan t, that this custom is pi motive, and derived from the 
first inhabitants of the world. 

■ (So. XU.) 

"While the seat of empire was yet at Byzantium, and that 
city was the centre, not ofcly of dominion, but of learning 
and politeness, a certain hermit had fixed his residence m a 
cell, on the banks of the Athyras, at the distance of about 
ten miles from the capital. The spot was retired, although 
so near the great city, and was protected, as well by woods 
and precipices as by the awful reverence with which, at that 
time, all raoks beheld the character of a reel Lie. Indeed, 
the poor old man, who tenanted the little hollow, at the 
summit of a crag, beneath which the Athyras rolls its 
impetuous torrent, was^not famed* for the seventy of his 
penances, or the strictness of his mortifications. That he 
was either studious, or protracted his devotions to a late 
hour, was evident, for his lamp wa£*often s£en to stream 
through the trees which shaded his dwelling, when accident 
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called any of the peasants from their beds at unseasonable 
hours. Be this as it may, no miracle* were*mputed to him, 
the shik rarely came to petition for the benefit of his prayers, 
and, though some both loved him, and had good reason 
for loving him, yet liiarty undervalued him for the want of 
that very austerity which the old man seemed most desi- 
rous to avoid. 

It was evening, and the long shadows of the Thracian 
mountains were extending still farther and farther along the 
plains, when this old man was distill bed in h?s meditations 
by the approach of a stranger. ‘ 1 Tow far is it to Byzantium V 
was the question put by the trateller. * Not far to those 
who know the country,’ replied the hermit, ‘ but a stranger 
would not »*asily find his way through the windings of these 
woods, and the intiicacics of the plains beyond them. Do 
you see that blue mist which stretches along the bounding 
line of the horizon as far as the trees will permitthe eye to 
trace it? That is the Fropontis : and higher up on the left, 
the city of Constantinople rears its proud head above the 
waters. But I would dissuade thee, stranger, from pursu- 
ing thy journey farther to-night. I hou mayest rest in the 
village, which is % half way down the hill ; or if thou wilt 
share my supper of roots, and put up with a bed of leaves, 
my cell is open to thee.’ — ‘ 1 thank th h, father,’ replied 
the youth, ‘ L am weaiy with my journey, and will accept 
thy proffered hospitality. * They ascended the rock together. 
The hermit’s cell was the woik of nature* It penetrated far 
into the rock, and in the innermost recess was ahtttc chapel, 
furnished with a crucifix, and a human skull, the objects of 
the hermit’s nightly and daily <bontcmplation, for neither 
of them received his adoration : that corruption had not 
as yet crept into the Christian church. The hermit now 
lighted up a lire of dry sticks (for the nights are very 
piercing in the regions above the Hellespont and the Bos- 
phorus), aud then proceeded to prepare their vegetable meal. 
While he thus employed, his young guest surveyed, 
with surprise, the dwelling which he was to inhabit for the 
night. A cold rock-hale on the bleak summit of one of the 
ThracianT'hills, seemed to him a<comfortless choice for a 
weak and solitary old man. The rude materials of his 
scanty furniture still more surprised him. Actable fixed to 
the ground, a woodtti bench, an earthern lamp, a number 
of rolls of papyrus and vellum, and a heap of leaves in a 
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corner, the hermit’s bed, y tie all li.s stock. * Is it pos- 
sible,’ at length he exclaimed, 4 that you can tenant this com- 
forties'! cave, with these scanty accommodations, through 
choice: Co with me, old man, to Constantinople, and re- 
ceive from me those conveniences yhich heCt your years.* 
'And what art thou going to do at Coust&utiiiople, my young 
friend ."’V»aid the hermit, ‘ for thy dialect bespeaks thee a 
native of more southern regions. Ami mistaken, art thou 
not an Athenian?’ * I am an Athenian,’ replied the youth, 
*by birth, bqj. I hope I am not an Athenian in vice. I 
have left my degenerate birth-place in quest of happiness. 

I hove learned from my master, Speusippus, a genuine as- 
serter of the much-belied doctrines of Epicurus, that as a 
future state i» a mere phantom tuid vagary of the brain, it 
is the only Hue wisdom to enjoy life while we have it. 
But I have learned from him also, that virtue alone is true 
enjoyment. 1 am resolved, theiefoie, to enjoy life, and 
that too with virtue, as my companion and guide. My 
travels are begun with the design of discovering where I can 
best unite both objects : enjoyment the most exquisite, with 
virtue the most perfect. Y on perhaps may havfe reached 
the latter, my good father j the former you have certainly 
missed. To-morrow 1 shall continue my leatch. At Con- 
stantinople, I shril laugh and sing with the gay, meditate 
with the sober, drink deeply of every unpolluted pleasure, 
and taste all the fountains of wisdom and philosophy. I 
have heard much of the accomplishments of the women of 
Byzantium. With us, females are mere household slaves ; 
here,I am told, they have minds. 1 almost promise myself 
that I shall mairy and seyde at Constantinople, where the 
loves and graces seem alone to reside, and where even the 
women have minds. My good father, how thewmd roars 
about this aerial nest of yours, and here you sit during the 
long cold nights, all alone, cold and cheerless, when Con- 
stantinople is just at your feet, with all its joys, its com- 
forts, and its elegancies. I perceive that the ^xilosophera 
of our sect, who succeeded Epicurus, were right, when 
they taught that there might be virtue without enjoyment, 
and that viitue without enjoynftnt is not vjorth the 
having.’ The face of tlfe youth kindled with animation as 
he spake these words, and he visibly enjoyed the conscious- 
ness of suppler intelligence. The olc^nan sighed, and was 
silent , As they ate their frugal supper, both parties seemed 
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involved in deep thought. The young traveller was dream* 
ing of the Byzantine women : his host seemtvl occupied with 
far different meditations. 4 So you arc travelling to Con* 
stautinople in search of happiness ?’ at length exclaimed the 
hermit; 4 1 too have been a suitor of that divinity, and it 
may be of use to you to hear how I have f.ired. The his- 
tory of my life will serve to fill up the interval btXore we 
retire to rest, and my experience may not prove altogether 
useless to one who is about to go the same journey which 
1 have finished. ,, 

‘These scanty hairs of mine were not always gray, nor 
these limbs decrepid : 1 was once, like tliee, young, fresh, 
and vigorous, full of delightful dreams, and gay anticipa- 
tions. Life seemed a garden of sweets, a path of roses ; 
and I thought 1 had but to choose in what way I would be 
happy. 1 will pass over the incidents of my boyhood, and 
come to my maturer years. 1 had scarcely seen tweuty 
Bummers, when 1 formed one of those extravagant and ardent 
attachments, of which youth is so susceptiblu . It happened, 
that, at that time, L bore arms under the emperor Theodo- 
sius, in his expedition against the Goths, who had overrun 
a part of Thrace. In our return from a successful cam- 
paign, we staid stfme time in the Greek cities, which border 
on the Euxine. ' In one of these cities 1 Kocame acquainted 
with a female, whose form whs not moic elegant than her 
mind was cultivated, and her heart untainted. I had done 
her family some trivial services, nud her gratitude spoke 
too warmly to my intoxicated brain to leave any t'oubt on 
my mind that she loved me. The idea was too exquisitely 
pleasing to be soon dismissed. £ sought evciy occasion of 
being with her. Her mild persuasive voice seemed like the 
music of heaven to my ears, after the toils and roughness 
of a soldier's life. I had a friend, too, whose converse, 
next to that of the dear object of my secret love, was most 
dear to me. lie formed the third in all our meetings, and 
beyond the ipjoyment of the society of these two, I had not 
a wish. I had never yet spoken explicitly to my female 
friend, bat I fondly hoped we understood each other. Why 
should I ^well on the Object ? 1 was mistaken. My friend 
threw himself on my mercy. I fouEd that he, not 1, was the 
object of her affections. Y oun g man , you may conceive, but 
1 cannot desci ibe wh^t 1 felt, as I joined theiigtyuids. The 
stroke was severe, end, for a time, unfitted me for the du- 
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ties of my station. I suffered the army to leave the tyace 
without accompanying it ; and thu& lost the rewards of my 
past services, afcd forfeited the favour of my sovereign. 
This was another source of anxiety aud regret to me, as my 
mioh recovered its wonted tone. Rut the mind of youth, 
howev<£(lc e Ply it may feel for awhile, eventually rises up 
from dqectiou, and regains its wonted elasticity. That 
vigour by which the spirit recovers itself from the depths 
of useless regret, and enters upon new prospects with its ac- 
customed aNqur, is only subdued by tune. I now applied 
myself to the study of philosophy , under a Greek master, 
and all my ambitioh was directed towards letters. But am- 
bition is not quit^ enough to fill a young man's heart. I 
still felt a vtftd there, and sighed as J reflected on the 
happiness of my friend. At the time when 1 visited 
the object of my first love, a young Christian woman, 
her frequent companion, had sometimes taken my atten- 
tion. She was an Ionian by birth, and had all the soft- 
ness and pensive intelligence which her countrywomen 
are said to possess when unvitiated by the coiruptions so 
prevalent in that delightful region. You are no stranger to 
the contempt with which tbc Greeks then treated, and do 
still in some places treat the Christians. J This young wo- 
man bore that ccateropt with a calmness which surprised 
me. There were then but few converts to that religion in 
those parts, and itsprofession was therefore more exposed to 
ridicule and persecution from its strangeness. Notwith- 
standingpher religion, 1 thought T could love this interesting 
and amiable female ; and, in spite of my former mistake, l 
had the vanity to imagined was not indifforentto her. As 
our intimacy increased, 1 Jbarncd. to my astonishment, that 
she regarded me as one involved m ignorance and error ; 
and that, although she felt au affection for me, yet she would 
never becom^my wife, while I remained devoted tothe re- 
ligion of my ancestors. Piqued at this discovery, I received 
the books which she now for the first time .tut into my 
hands, with pity and contempt. I expected to find them 
nothing but the repositories of a miserable and deluded su- 
perstition, more presuming than th#mvstical leases of the 
Sibyls, or the obscure triads of Zoroaster. How was 1 mis- 
taken ! There was much which I could not at all compre- 
hend; but, in the midst of this darkn^y, the effect of my 
ignorance, I discerned a system of morality, so exalted, so 



3$4 * THE REMAINS OF 

exquisitely pure, ami so far removed from all I would fcave 
conceived of the most perfect virtue, that ajl the philosophy 
of tlje Grecian world seemed worse than dross in the com- 
parison. My former ‘learning had only served to teach me 
that something was wanting to complete the systems of 
philosophers. Here that invisible link was supr' ; f'i, and I 
could even then observe a harmony and consistency in the 
whole which carried irresistible conviction to my mind. I 
wilhnot cnlaigc on this subject. Christianity i« not a mere 
set of opinions to be embraced by the undersT <iding. It is 
the work of the heart as well as the head '’'Let it suffice to 
say, that, m time, 1 became a Christian,' and the husband 
of Sapphira. * * * *° 


REFLECTIONS.— ON TRAYER. 

If there be any duty which our Cord Jesus Christ seems to 
have considered us more indispensably necessary towards 
the formation of a true Chiistian.it is that of prayer, lie 
has takers every opportunity of impressing on our minds the 
absolute need in which we stand of the divine assistance* 
both to persist in the paths of righteousness, and to fly from 
the allurement/ of a fascinating, but dangerous life : and he 
has directed us to the only means of obtaining that assist- 
ance, in constant and habitual appeals to the throne of grace. 
Prayer is certainly the foundation-stone of the superstruc- 
ture of a leligious life ' for a man can neither arrive at 
true piety, nor persevere in its ways when attained, unless, 
with sincere and continued fervency, and with the most un- 
affected anifety, he implore A) nighty God to grant him 
his perpetual grace, to guard and' restrain him from all those 
derelictions of heart, to which we are, by nature, but too 
prone. I should think it an insult to the understanding of a 
Christian to dwell on the necessity of prayer; and, before 
we can harangue an infidel on its efficacy, we must con- 
vince him, <*ot only that the Being to whom we address 
ourselves really exists, but that he condescends to hear and 
to answer our humble supplications. As these objects are 
foreign tv my present ^irpose, 1 sjiall take my leave of the 
necessity of prayer, as acknowledged by all to whom this 
paper is addressed, and shall be content to expatiate on the 
strong inducements** *hich we have to lift up oor souls to 
our Maker in the language of supplication and of praise ; to 
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depyit the happiness which icsults to the man of truefnety 
from the exercijjg of this duty ; nod lastly, to warn mankind, 
l&t their fe rvency would carry them into the extreme of 
CawfUicism, and their pi ayers, instead of being silent and 
unassuming expressions of gratitude to tlieir Maker, and 
humbldtan|fe%ties foi his favouring gr ace, should degenei ate 
into cliuqorous vociferations, and insolent gesticulations, 
utterly repugnant to the true spirit of prayer, and to the 
language dfa creature addressing his Creator. • 

There is\ich an exalted delight to a regenerate being 
in the act of prSi^er, and he anticipates with so much plea- 
sure, amid the toil? ol business, ajid the crowds of the world, 
the moment wheuoie shall be able to pour out his soul with- 
out interrupt^ into the bosom of his Maker, that I am 
persuaded, that the degree of desire or repugnance which 
a man feels to the pei formance of this amiable duty, is an 
infallible criterion of his acceptance with God. Let the 
unhappy child of dissipation — let the impure voluptuary 
boast of his short hours ofexquisite enjoyment ; even in the 
degree of bliss they are infinitely inferior to the delight of 
which the righteous man participates in his private devo- 
tions ; while in their opposite consequences they lead to a 
no les§ wide extreme than heaven and he A, a state of posi- 
tive happiness. an4 a state of positive misery. If there 
were no other inducement to prayer, than the very gratifi- 
cation it imparts to the sou), it would deserve to be regarded 
as the moat important object of a Christian; for no where 
else ceufci he purchase so much calmness, so much resig- 
nation, and so much of that peace and repose of spirit, in 
which consists the chief happiness of this otherwise dark and 
stormy being. But to prayer, besides the inducement of 
momentary gratification, the very self-love implanted in 
our bosoms would lead us to resort, as the chief good ; for 
our Lord has said, ' Ask, and it shall be given to thee; 
knock, and it shall be opened and not a supplication made 
in the true spirit of faith and humility, but g)iall be an- 
swered ; not a request which is urged with unfeigned sub- 
mission and lowliness of spirit, but shall be granted, if it be 
consistent with our happiness, eiilAr temporal qf eternal. 
Of this happiness, however, the Lord God is the only judge ; 
but this we do know, that whether our requests be granted, 
or whether they be refused, all is WQgjjiDg together for our 
ultimate benefit. 
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'WVien I say, that such of our requests and solicitations 
as are urged in the true spirit of meekness, humility, and 
submission, will indubitably be answered I would wish ;.o 
draw a line between supplications so urged, and those An- 
ient and vehement declamations which, under the nruie of 
prayers, are sometimes heard to proceed from 4t *\ lips of 
men professing to worship God in the spirit of meekness and 
truth. Surely 1 need not impress on any reasonable mind, 
how directly contrary these inflamed and bombastic ha- 
rangues are to every precept of Christian^/* aui ^ every 
idea of the deference due from a poor woir^/like man, to the 
omnipotent and all-great God. Can we' hesitate a moment 
as to which 's moie acceptable in his si\ht — the diffident, 
the lowly, the retiring, and yet solemn and lft.pressive form 
of worship of our excellent church ; and the wild and la- 
boured exclamations, the authoritative and dictatory cla- 
mours of men, who, forgetting the immense distance at 
which they stand from the awful lleiug whom they address, 
boldly, and with unblushing front, speak to their God as to 
an equal, and almost dare to prescnbe to his infinite wis- 
dom the steps it shall pursue ? How often has the silent, 
yet eloquent eye of mercy, wrung from the reluctant hand 
of charity tha^ relief which has been denied to the loud and 
importunate beggar ? And is heaven to le taken by 9torm ? 
Are we to wrest the Almighty from his purposes by voci- 
feration and importunity? God forbid ! It is a fair and 
reasonable, thongh a melancholy inference, that the Lord 
shuts his ears against prayers like these, and l&ves the 
deluded supplicants to follow the impulse of their own 
headstrong passions, without a gjiide, and destitute of every 
ray of his pure and holy light. 

Those mock apostles, who thus disgrace the worship of 
the true God by their extravagance, are very fond of ap- 
pearing to imitate the conduct of our Saviour, during his 
mortal peregrination ; but how contrary were his habits to 
those of th%c deluded men ! Did he teach his disciples 
to insult the ear of Heaven with noise and clamour i Were 
his precepts those of fanaticism and passion ? Did he inflame 
the mind| of his hearefs with vel^ment and declamatory 
harangues ? Did he pray with all this confidence — this ar- 
rogance — this assurance ? How different was his conduct 1 
He divested Disdon^f all its pomp and parade, la order to 
suit it to the capacities of the meanest of its auditors. He 
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spak^ to them in the lowly language of parable and sftnili- 
yjde j'tpfd why) he prayed, did he instruct his hearers to 
a%pnd tohim^ntb a loud chorus of A mens ? Hid he (partioi- 
r as he did in the Godhead), did he assume the tone of 
wncy,and the language of assurance ? I'arfioin it! he 
prayedfeMhe instructed his disciples to pray, in lowliness 
and meeness of spn U ; he instructed them toappt oach the 
throne o 11 Grace, with fear and trembling, silently, and 
with the. Repost awe and veneration; and he evinced* by 
his condeinmSkQn of the piayer of the self*sufhcient Phari- 
see, opposed to of the diffident publican, tjjp light in 
which those wcre^nsidercd'isk.tfu! eyes of the Lord, who, 
setting the terrojjw of his Godhead at deffanck, and boldly 
building on own worthiness, approached him with con- 
fidence and pride. * * * * 

Tint he is nothing so indispensably necessary towards the 
establishment of futiiie earthly, as well as heavenly hap- 
piness, as early impressions of piety. For, as religion is 
the sole source of all human welfare and peace, so habits 
of religious reflection, in the, spring of life, are* he only 
means of arriving at a due sense of the importance of di- 
vine concerns in age, except by the bittef ^nd hazardous 
roads of repentnndt and remorse. There is not a more aw- 
ful spectacle in nature, than the death-bed of a late repent- 
ance. 'I he groans of agony which attend the separation of 
the soul fiom the body, heightened by the. bent-piercing 
exclamation of mental distress; the dreadful ebullitions of 
horror and remorse, intermingled with the half-fearful, but 
fervent deprecations of thqidiviue wrath, and prayers for 
the divine mercy, joined to the pathetic imploring to the 
friends who stand weeping around the bed of the sinner to 
pray for him, and to take warning from his awful end, con- 
tribute to render this scene such an impressive and terrible 
memento of the state of those who have neglected their 
souls, as must bring to a due sense of his duqy the most 
hardened of infidels. 

It is to ensure you, my young friends, as far as precepts 
can ensure you, from horrors Like^hese in y outlast mo- 
ments, that I write thU little book, in the hopes that, 
through the blessing of tlm Divine Being, it may be useful 
in inducing you to reflect on He imgr k , Slice of early piety, 
and lead you into the cheerful pSlformance of jour duties 
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to God, and to yoar own souls. In the pursuit of this 
plan, I shall, first, consider the bliss which results kotu : 
pious disposition, and the horrors of a wief" .* one. Se- 
condly, the necessity of an early attention to the conre*V-’ 
of the soul towai ds the establishment of permanent ieHjjion, 
and itsconscqueut happiness ; and, thirdly, I shaj^'^nt oat 
and contrast the last moments ol those who hav^ e acttd in 
conformity, or in contradiction to the rules here ’Sid down. 

The contrast between the lives of the goe a and the 
wicked man affords such convincing aiqump Yinsuppoit 
of the ' silence of religion, that even tl ‘»c infidels who 
hove dared ter, assert thej n <J,v , 'dief of th^ doctrine of Itevo- 
lation, have *oniVssed that in a political p. mt of view, if in 
no other, it ought to be maintained. CompoVc the peaceful 
and collected course of the virtuous and pious man, with 
the tuibulent irregularity and violence of him who neglects 
his soul for the allurements of vice, and judge for your- 
selves of the policy of the conduct of each, even in this 
world. Whose pleasures are the most exquisite? Whose 
delights the most lasting ? Whose state is the most envi 
able s I j is who barters his hopes of eternal welfare far a 
few fleeting moments of brutal gratification, or his wb 
while he keeps.a mtnre stute alone in his view, finds happi- 
ness in the conscientious performance '1' his duties, and, 
the scrupulous fulfilment of the end ot his sojourn here ? 
Believe me, my friends, there is no comparison between 
them. r I he joys of the infatuated mortal who sacrifices hie 
soul to his sensualities, are mixed with bitterness and an- 
guish. The voice of conscience rises distinctly to his ear, 
amid the shouts of intemperance and the sallies of obstre- 
perous mirth. In the hour of rejoicing, she whispers her ap- 
palling monitions to him, and his heart sinks within him, and 
the smile of triumphant villany is converted into the ghastly 
grin of horror and hopelessness. But, oh ! in the languid 
intervals of dissipation ; in tbe dead hour of tht night, when 
all is solitude and silence, when thesoul is driven to commune 
with itself, and the voice of remorse, whose whispers were be- 
fore half-drowned in the noise of riot, rises dreadfully distinct 
— what!-,, what are his Emotions ! — Who can paint his ago- 
nies, his execrations, his despair ! Vet that man lose again, 
in the vortex of fashion, and f Jiiy, and vice, the remem- 
brance of his-horre,^ let hi'^ smile, let him laugh and be 
merry ; believe me, my uv«r readers, he is not happy, he is 
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■ is not the jovial being he appears *£if be, 
vy within him ; he cannot stiff A the reflec- 
.1 him in the very moment of 4njoyuient : 
iutcd veil fioui his bosom, lay aside the 
f t and that man isjnh,rrnblt, and not only 
.mrchased that tmseiy at the expense of 

to this awful picture the life of the good 
o rises in the morning with i heerfulnesa to 
>r for all the good he li.itli bestowed upon 
nun, audio peTiJun with studious exactness the ibujjes of 
his station; and laWs hirostdO lown on his 1 ; how in the 
evening in the svjct consciousness oftfife*\*p*liau,5e of his 
own heart. Pla^^his man on the stormy seas of misfortune 
and sorrow^Tiress him with afflictive dispensations of Tro- 
vidence — spatch from his arms the object oi his affections — 
separate him for ever from all he loved and held dear on 
eailh, and leave him isolated and an outcast in the world, 
— be is calm — he is composed — lie is grateful — he weeps, 
for human nature is weak, but lie still preserves his com- 
posure and resignation — he still looks up to the givfr of all 
p/wjd with thankfulness and praise, and pcisevercs with 
c u *inness and fortitude in the paths of uglftcousness. His 
disappointments caqpot overwhelm him, for lfis chief hopes 
are placed far, very far, beyond the leach of human vicis 
situde. * He hath chosen that good part, which none can 
takeaway from him.* 

Here, then, lies the great excellence of religion and piety; 
they not only lead to eternal happiness, but to the happi- 
ness of this world; they no£ only ensure everlasting bliss, 
but they are the sole means of arriving at that degree- of 
felicity which this dark and stormy being is capable of, and 
are the sole supports in the hour of adversity and affliction. 
How infatuated then must that man be, who can wilfully 
shut his eyesato his own welfare, and deviate from the 
paths of righteousness which lead to bliss ! Ev^f allowing 
him to entertain the erroneous notion that religion does not 
lead tojiappiness in this life, his conduct is incompatible 
with every idea of a reasonable beSBg. In the Spectator 
we And the following imagfiemployed to induce a conviction 
of the magnitude of this tr\h : supposing the whole body 
of th$ earth were a great bali^or mass ~£ the finest sand, * 
and that a single gram, or partic*. th*s sand^should be 
annihilated every thousand years; so; r :• ' ng> £* . * . that yoir 
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had vt m y^ur choice to be hnppy all the while this ijprodi 
gi.iua mascaras cc n,. uming, by this slow method,,* llier 
was. not a gxain ot it left, on condition tllaf &«re to/' * 
miserable ever after ; or supposing that you might be h^ 
for ever after, on condition you would be miserable [y 
whole mass of sand were thus annihilated, at £4^, x 01 
one sand a thousand years ; which of these two,or^s ./ould 
you make your choice ? 

I.t must be confessed that in this case so mart/ * * * 

• # * * * , 

T.'tF man is transient and unstably; its fairest pas- 

sages are bc^ v a lighter sUndf. n vil, an^yet those passages 
form but a | 7 .ar^portioiTate p^> t of tha^ncturc. We all 
seek Happiness, though with different dcg>-*"$ of avidity, 
while the fickle object of our pursuits continually evades 
the grasp of these who are the most eager in the chase ; and 
perhaps at last throws herself into the arms of those who 
had entirely lost all sight of her. and who when they are 
most blessed with her enjoyment, are least conscious that 
they possess her. Were the objects in which we placed the 
consummation of our wishes always virtuous, and the means 
employed to arrive at the bourn of our desires uniformly 
good, there can be little doubt that the aggregate of mankind 
would be as Happy as is consistent witl^the stale in which 
they live; but, unfortunately, vicious men pursue vicious 
ends by vicious means, and, by so doing, not only ensure 
their owa misery, bat they overturn nnd destroy the fair 
designs of the wiser and the better of their kind. , Thus he 
who has no idea of a bliss beyond the gratification of his 
brutal appetites* involves in ^he crime of seduction, the 
paape and the repose of a good and happy family, and an 
individual act of evil extends itself by a continued impulse 
over a large portion of society. It is thus that men of bad 
minds become the pests of the societies of which they hap- 
pen to be members. It is thus that the virtuo s among men 
pay the b\£ter penalty of the crimes and fulli*^ of their un- 
worthy fellows. - 

Men who have passed their whole lives in the lap of lux 
ury and^enjoyment, b»ve no idea of misery beyond that of 
which they happen to be the individual objects. * * * 

the '.‘nd. 
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